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PREFACE. 



Ok the 14th of last August the following 
advertisemeiit appeared in most of the dailjr 
papers* 

*' Rebuilding of Drury Lane Theatre^ 
'* The Committee are desirous of prompting^ 
a free and fair competition for an Address to 
be spoken upon the opening of the Theatre, 
which will take place on the 10th of October 
next. They have therefore thought fit to an* 
Qounce to the public^ that they will be glad to 
receive any such compositions^ addressed to 
their Secretary, at the Treasury Office^ in 
Drury liane^ on pr before the 10th of Sep- 






ti 



ti^mber^ sealed np; with a di^tinguiabing 
vordy n amber* or motto on the cov^^ corres* 
ponding with the inscriptioQ on a separate 
sealed paper containiDg the name of the au- 
thor^ which .^ill not be opened unless con* 
taining the name of the snccessful candidate.'^ 

Upon the' propriety of this plan men*s min(l» 
were, as they usually are upon matters of mo* 
ment, much divided. Some thought it a fafr 
promise of the future intention of the Com* 
jnittee to abolish that phalanx of authors whe 
usurp the stage, to the exclusion of a large 
assortment of dramatic talent blushing unseen 
in the back ground ; while others contended 
that the scheme would prevent men of real 
eminence from descending into an ampbithe- 
atre in which all Grub Street (that is to say, 
all London and Westminster) would be arrayed 
against them, The event has proved both 
parties to be in a degree right and in a degree 
wrong. One hundred and twelve addresses 
have been sent in, each sealefd and signed. 






and imtUoed; f* as per order," some written, by 
mentof great> some by men of little, and some 
by meit <»f noaalent* 

Many of tbe public prints bave censured 
ihe taste of the Committee, in thus contract* 
ing for Addresses, as they would for nails—* 
by the gross ; but it is surprising that none 
should have censured their temerity. One 
hnndred and eleven of the Addresses must of 
course be unsuccessful : to each of the au* 
tjiors thus infallibly classed with ihe gentis irri* 
tftbife, it would be very hard to deny six 
staunch friends, who consider his the best of all 
ppssible addresses, and whose tongues will be 
as ready to laud him, as to hiss his adversary* 
These, with the potent aid of the Bard himself, 
make seven foes per address, and thus will be 
created seven hundred and seventy seven im- 
placable auditors, prepared to condemn the 
strains of Apollo himself; a band of adversa- 
ries which no prudent manager would think 
of exasperating. 



▼Ill 

Bat leaving the Gommiltee to eaeountef the 
respoD&ibility thej have iacurred^ the public 
have at least to thank them for ascertainiog 
and establishing one point which might other- 
wise have admitted of controversy. When it 
is considered that many amateor writers have 
been discouraged from becoming ciMnpeHtors, 
and that few if any of the professional anlbotrs 
can afford to write for nothings and of course 
have not been candidates for the honorary 
prize at Drury Lane, we may confidently pro* 
nonnce^ that as far as regards number, the 
present is undoubtedly the Augustan age of 
English poetry. Whether or not this dis- 
tinction will be extended to the quality of it9 
productions must be decided at the tribunal of 
posterity, though the natural anxiety of our 
authors on this score ought to be oonsiderahiy 
diminished when they reflect how few will ia 
ail probability be had up for judgment* 

It is not necessary for the Editor to mention 
the manner in which he became possessed of 



this '' fair sample of the present state of 
poetry iu Great Britain.'^ Jt was his first 
iDteatioa to publish the whole, but a little 
reflection cimvinced him that by so doing he 
might depress \be good without elevating the 
bad. He has therdbre culled what had the 
appearance of flowers from what possessed 
the reality of weeds, and is extremely sorry 
that in so doing he has diminished his colleo* 
tion to twenty^one. Those which he has re-i 
jected may possibly make their appearance 
in a separate volume, or they may be adr 
xnitted as volunteers in the flies of some of 
the newspapers ; or at all events they are sure 
of being received amcmg the awkward squad 
of the Magazines. In general they bear a 
close resemblance to each other :<— thirty of 
them contain extravagant compliments to the 
immortal WeUington, and the indefatigable 
Whitbread, and as the last mentioned gen- 
tleman is said to dislike praise in the exact 
proportion in wbich he deserves it, these 
laudatory writers have probably been <Hal/ 



building' a'waH; against which they might rixit^ 
.their own heads. 

Tlie editor hefe begs leave to advance a few 
words in beh&lf of that useful and much abused' 
bifd'the Phcenixj and in so doing he is biased 
by n» parliaiity, as he assures the reader be> 
not only never saw one, but (mirabile dict^ !} 
never caged one in^ ^ simile in the wbol? 
course of his life. No less than sixty-nine oi 
the competitors have invoked the aid of this 
native of Arabia; but as from their manner 
of using him, after they had caught him, h^ 
does not by any means appear to have been a 
native of Arabia Felix, the editor has left th^ 
proprietors to treat with Mr. Polito,. and- 
refused to receive thi$ rara avis, or blacl^ 
twan^ into the present collection* Qne ex-^ 
eeption occurs,. in which the admirable treat* 
meat of this feathered incombustible, entitles 
tbe author to great praise : — that address b as 
been preserved, and. was thought worthy of. 
taking the lead. 



XT 



Perhafm thie reason why scverdl o£ the 8ub<» 
joined productioDs of the Musje Lokdi- 
NBNS£Sj have failed of selection, may be 
discovefed in their being penned in a metre 
nnnsttal upon occasions of this sort, and in 
their not being written v^ith that attention to 
stage effect, the want of which, like want of 
Aianners in the concerns of life, is more pre* 
judicial than a deficiency of talent. There i« 
an art in writing . for the Theatre, technical^ 
called touch and go, whicb is indispensible 
when we consider the small quantum of pa* 
tience, which so motley an assembllEige as a 
London audience can be expected to afford. 
All the contributors have been very exact ia 
sending their initials and mottos. Those 
Belonging to the present collection have been 
carefully preserved^ and each has been affixed 
to its respective poenu The letters that ac« 
eompanied the Addresses having been honor- 
ably destroyed unopened,, it is. impossible to 
Slate the real authors with any certainty. I'he 
ingenious reader, after comparing the initials 
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with the mottOj and both with the poem> will- 
form his own concliudonft. 

We do not anticipate any disapprobatioi^ 
from thus giving pablicity to a small porlioa 
of tbeREjKCTB]> ADDKEasEs; for unlea^- 
we are widely mistaken in assigning theiea* 
pectiye aathors^ the fame of each individual. 
is established on much too firm a basis to be 
diaken'^by so trifling and evanescent a p«Ui<^ 
flsation as the present ^ 



» ■■ a cfDetisomiactnifceieaqfai 

BmwoUBk capiti miklt& am liwde cosoaaa. 

Of the numerous pieces already sent to the^ 
Committee for performance^ we have only 
availed ourselves of three vocal Travestiesj,. 
which we have selected^ not for their merits 
but simply for their brevity. Above one 
hundred spectacles, melodramas, operas and 
pantomimes have beed transmitted^ besides 
the two first acts of one legitimate comedyi 
Some of these evince considerable smartness 
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#f manual dialogue, and several brilliant 
reparteed of chairs, tables, and other inani- 
mate wits ; but the authors seem to have for- 
gotten that in the new Drury Lane, the audi- 
ence can hear as well as see. Of late our 
Theatres have been so constructed, that John 
Bull has been compelled to have very long 
€ars, or none at all ; to keep them dangling 
about his skuU like discarded servants, while 
his eyes were gazing at pieballs and elephants, 
or else to stretch them out to an asinine 
length to catch the congenial sound of bray- 
ing trumpets. An auricular revolution is, we 
trust, about to take place, and as many people 
have been much puzzled to define the mean- 
ing of the new sera, of which we have heard 
•o much, we venture to pronounce, that as 
far as regards Drury Lane Theatre, the new 
fera means the reign of ears. If the past af- 
ford any pledge for the future, we may confi« 
dently expect from the Committee of that 
House, every thing that can be accomplished 
by the union of taste^ and assiduity. 
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REJECTED ADDRESSES. 



LOYAL EFFtrSION, 

By W. T. F. 



Qiticquid dicaat, lando : id runum si negant, 
-lAQdo id quoqae. * Tjsr£NCE« 



Hail glorious edifice, stupendous work ! 
God bless the Regent and the Duke of York« 

Ye Muses ! by whose aid I cried down Fox, 
Grant me in Drurj Lane a private box, 
Where I may loll, cry Bravo, and profess 
The boundless powers of England's glorious press; 
While Afric's sons exclaim, from shore to shore, 
^< Quashee ma boo !" the slave trade is no more« 

lo fair Arabia, (happy once, Aow firtcwy, 
Since xuined by that arch apostate^ Boney,) 

B 
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A phocDix. late was caught : the Arab host 
Lon^ ponder'd, part would boil it, part would roast t 
But while they ponder up the pot lid flies, 
Fledg'd, beak'd, and claw'd, alife, they see him 

rise 
To heayen, and caw defiance in the skies. 
So Drury first in roasting flames consum'd, 
Then by old renters to hot, water deom'd, 
By Wyatt's trowel patted, plump and sleek. 
Soars without wings, and caws without a beak. 
Gallia's stern despot shall in Tain advance 
From Paris, the Metropolis of France ; 
By this day month the monster shall not gain 
A foot of land in Portugal or Spain. 
See Wellington in Salamanca's field 
Forces his favourite general to yield. 
Breaks thro' his lines, tiwdi leaves his boasted Marmont 
Expiring on the plain without an arm on : 
Madrid he enters at the cannon's mouth, 
And then the villages still further south. 
Base Buonaparte, filled with deadly ire, 
Sets one by one our playhouses on fire : 
Some years ago he pounced with deadly glee on 
The Opera House, then burnt down the Panthepn; 



Nay, still unsated, in a coat of flames, 
Next at Millbank he crossed the river Thames s 
Thy hatch, O Halfpenny ! pass'd in a trice, 
Boil'd ftome'black pitch, and burnt dow& Astley% 

twice ; 
Then buzzing on thro' ether, with a vile hum, 
^urn'd to the left hand, fronting the Asylum, 
And burnt the Royal Circus in a hurry,-— 
(Twas called the Circus then, but now the Surry.) 

Who burnt (confound his soul !) the houses twais 
Of Corent Garden and of Drury Lane ? 
Who, while the British squadron lay off Cork, 
(God bless the Regent and the Duke of York,) 
With a foul earthquake rayaged the Caraccas, 
And raised the price of dry goods and tobaccos ? 
Who makes the quartern loaf and Luddites rise ? 
Who fills the butchers shops with large blue flies f 
Who thought in flames St. James's court to pinch ? 
Who burnt the wardrobe of poor Lady Finch ? 
Why he, who, forging for this isle a yoke, 
Reminds me of a line I lately spoke, 
'* The tree of freedom is the British oak.^ 

Bless every man possessed of aught to give ; 
Lang may Long Tilney Weliesley Long Pole live; 



Crod bless the mny, bless their costs of scarleti 
-God bless the naTj, bless the Princess Charlotte^ 
God bless the guards, tho' worsted Gallia scoff, 
God blesK their pig.tails, tho' they're now cut off; 
And oh, in Downing Street should Old Nick rerel^ 
England's prime jniiuster, then bless the Deyil I 



THE BABY'S DEBUT. 

Bjf W. W. 



Thy lisping prattle and thy minciog gait. 
All thy false mimic fooleries I hate, 
Por thou art Folly^s Counterfeit, and she 
IVho is right frtoli^' hath the Better ple&; 
liature's true Ideot I prefer to thee« 

COXBERLATTD. 



\^Spoken in the charact& of Nancy Lake, a girl tight 
yean of age, who is drawn upon the stage in a chU<Cs 
chaiscy by Samuel Hughes^ her uncle* s porter, "^ 

jVIt bcother Jack was nine in May,. 
And I was eight on new 7ear*8 day ; 

So in Kate Wilson's shop 
Papa, (he's py papa and Jack's) 
BoBght me, last week, a doll of wax. 

And brother Jack a top« 



Jack's in the ponfs, and this It is, 
He thinks mine came to more than hisj^ 

So to my drawer he goes. 
Takes out the doll, and, Oh, my stars! 
He pokes her head between the bars. 

And melts <^ half her nose I 



Quite cross, a Int of string I beg. 
And tie it to his peg top's peg, 

And bang, with might and main^' 
Its head against the parlour door : 
Off flies tiie head, and hits the floor^ , 

And breaks a window pane. 



This made him cry with rage and spite 
Well, let him cry, it serves him righti 

A pretty thing, forsook! 
If he's to melt, all scalding hot. 
Half my doll's nose, and I am not 

To draw his peg top's toodi ! 



Aunt Hannah keatd the window breaks 
And cried, '* O naughty Nancy Lake ! 

^ Thus to distress your aunt : 
" No Dmry Lane for you to day 1" 
And while papa said, " Pooh, she may l^ 

Maipa s^id " No she shant T 



Well, after many a sad reproach. 
They got into a hackney coach, 

And trotted down the street. 
I saw th^em go : one horse was blind^ 
The tails of both hung down behind, 

Their shoes were on their feet. 



The chaise in which poor brother Bill 
Used to be drawn to Pentonyille, 

Stood in the lumber room : 
I wiped the dust from off the top. 
While M.oUy mopp'd it with a mop. 

And brushed U; with a broom. 



My nncle^s porter, Samuel Hughes^, 
Came in at six to black the shoes, 

(I always talk to Sam :) 
So what does be, bat takes, and drags 
Me in the chaise along the flags^ 

And leaves me whvre I am» 



My father*s walls are made of brkk, 
But not so fall, and not so thick, 

As these ; and, goodness me * 
My father's beams are made of wood^ 
But never, never half so good. 

As these that now 1 see. 



What a large floor ! 'tis like a town ! 
The carpet, when they lay it down, 

Wont hide it, IMl be bound ; 
And there's a row of lamps, my eye I 
How they d5 blaze ! I wonder why 

They keep' them on the ground* 



At first! caught hold of the wing,. 
And kept away; but Mr. Thing. 

umbob, the prompter man, 
Gaye with bis hand^y chaise a shoTe, 
And said, Go on, my pretty loTe, 

Speak to 'em little Nan. 



Tou'ye only got to curtsey, whisp- 
er, hold your chin up, laugh and lisp, 

And then you're sure to take : 
IVe known the day when brats not quite 
Thirteen got fifty pounds a night. 

Then why not Nancy Lake I 



But while I'm speaking, where'spapa ? 
And Where's my aunt ? and where's mama ^ 

Where's Jack ? Oh, there they sit I 
They smile, they nod, I'll go my ways, 
And order round poor Billy *s chaise, 

To join them in the pit. 



»i 
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And noV) good gentlefolks, I go 
To join mama, and see the sbow ; 

So, bidding yon aidien, 
I cnrtsey, like a prettj miss, 
And if joull blow to me a kiss, 

I'll blow a kiss to yon. 

l^Bhwi a kiss J and exU."} 



% 






GUI BONO? 

By Lord -B. 
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I. 

« 

Sated with home^ of wife, of children tircj^ 
The restless soul is driven abroad to roam ; 
Sated abroad, all seen, yet nought admired, 
The restless soul is driven to ramble home ; 
Sated with both, beneath new Drury's dome 
The fiend Ennui awhile consents to pine, 
There growls, and curses, like a deadly Gnome,. 
Scorning to view fantastic Columbine, 
Viewing with scorn and hate the nonsense of the 
Nwe. 
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II. 

Ye reckless dopes, who hither wend your Wajr,. 
To gaze on dupes who meet an eqiial doom^ 
Pursuiog pastimes glittering to betra/, 
Like falling stars iu life's eternal gloom, 
What seek je here ? Joys's evanescent bloom ? 
Woe's me ! the brightest wreaths she ever gave 
A re but as flowers that decorate a tomb, 
Man's heart, the mournful urn o*er which they ware^ ^ 
Is sacred to despair, its pedestal the grave* 

III. 

Has life so little store of real woes. 
That here ye wend to taste fictitious grief?* 
Or is it that from truth such anguish flows 
Ye court the lying drama for relief? 
Long shall ye find the pang, the respite brief,' 
Or if one tolerable page appears 
In folly's volume, 'tis the actor's leaf, 
Who dries his own by drawing others' tears. 
And raising present mirth, makes glad bis future- 
years. 
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IV. 

Albeit how like young Betty doth he flee ! ! 
IJght as the mofe that daunceth in- the beam^. 
He liTeth only in man's present 'ee^ 
His life a flash, his memory a dFeara, 
Oblivious down he drops in Lethe's stream : 
Yet what are they, the learned and the great ? 
Awhile of longer wonderment the theme L 
Who shall presume to- prophecy^ their date,. 
Where nought is certain) save th' uncertainty of fate r 

V. 

This goodly pile uphear'd by Wyatt's toil, 
Perchance than Holland's edifice mc^-e fleet, > 
Again- red Lemnos* artisan may spoil ; 
The fire alarm, and midnight drum may beat, 
And all be strewed ysmoking at your feet. 
Start ye ? Perchance Death's angel may be sent; 
Ere from the flaming temple ye retreat, 
And ye who met on reTel idlesse bent 
May find in Pleasure's fane your grave and monu*. 
me&t. 



14 



Toar deUs HKMiPt bigb— ye {dunge in de^er wastei^ 
The plaintiff cnUs^uo waiHing voice je hear ; 
The plaintiff sues-- to public shews ye baste ; 
The bailiff threats— ye feel no idle fear ^ 
Who can arrest your prodigal o^TCi^v ? 
Who can keep down the levity of yojath ? 
What sound can starile age's stubbfi^rn ear ? 
Who can redeem from wieleheineas luid rn^ 
Men Uvt» to fiibdiood's voice, &lse to the loice of 
truth? 

VII. 

To thee, blest taint ! who doff 'd tby akin to mak^ 
The Smithfield rabble leap from tiiieirs with joy. 
We dedicate the pile^-arise ! awake !^ 
Knock down the muses, wit and sense destroy^ 
Clear our new stage from reason's dull alloy, 
Charm hobbling age, and tickle capering youth 
With clearer, marrow bone, and Tunforidge toy ; 
While, vibrating in unbelieving tooth. 
Harps twang in Qrary's walls, and make her boarda 
a booth. 
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VIII. 

For what is Hamlet, but a hare in march f 
And what ia Bmtus, but a croaking owl ? 
And what is RoUa ? CupiKl steep'd in starchy 
Orlando's helmet in Augustine's cowl. 
Shakespea^, hew true thine adage, << fair is foul ';^ 
To him whose soul is with fruition fraught, 
The song of Braham is aji Irish howl, 
Thinking is but an idle waste of thought, 
And nought is every thing, and every thing i$ nought* 

IX. 

Sons of Parnassus ! whom I view above. 

Not laurel crownM, but clad in rusty black, 

Not spurring Pegasus throagh Tempers grove. 

But pacing 6rub.9treet on a jaded hack. 

What reams of foolscap, while your brains ye rack, 

Ye mar to make again ! for sure, ere long. 

Condemned to tread the bards time.saaction'd track, 

Ye all shall wail in poverty yo«r wrong, 

And reproduce in rags the rags ye blot in song« 



If 



X. 

So fares the bard who siogs in fashion's train} 
He tolls to starve, and only lives in death ; 
We slight him till our patronage is vain. 
Then round his skeleton wind lanrel wreath. 
And o>r his bones a balmy reqniem breathe 
Oh \ with what tragic horror would he start 
(Could he be conjnr'd from the grave beneath) 
To find the stage again a Thespian cart, . 
And elephants- apd colts dowa trample Shakespear^i 
art* 

XT. 

Hence, pedant Nature !* with^thj Grecian rules^ 
Centaurs (not fabnlous) those rules efiface ; 
Back, sister muses, to jour native schools ; 
Here booted grooms usurp Apollo's place. 
Hoofs shame the boards that Garrick used to grace; 
The play of limbs succeeds the play of wit ; 
Man yields the drama to the Houynim race, 
His prompter spurs, his licencer the bit. 
The stage a four in hand, a jockey club the pit; 
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XIL 

Is it for these ye rear this proud abode ? 
Is^k for these your supers^ion seeks 
To build a temple worthy of a god, 
To laud a monkey, or to worship leeks T 
Then be the stage, to recompence your freaks, 
A motley chaos, jumbling age and ranks, 
Where Punch, the lignum vitas Roscius, squeaks, 
Attd Wisdom weeps, and Folly plays his pranks, 
And moody Madness laughs^ and hugs the chain h^ 
clanks^ 



To the Secretary of the Managing Cammiitec 
of Drury Lane^P lay house. 



Sir, 
To fhe gewgaw fetters of rhyme^ (inyented hy 
t^e monks to enslave the people), I have a rooted 
objection. I bave therefore written an address for 
your theatre in plain, homespun, yeoman's prose / 
in the doing whereof I hope I am swayed by no- 
thing but an independent wish to open the eyes of 
this gulled people, to prevent a repetition of the 
dramatic bamboozling they have hitherto laboured 
under. If you like what I hare done, and mean to 
make use of it, I don't want any such aristocratic 
reward as a piece of plate with two griffins sprawl, 
ing upon it, or a dog and a jackass fighting for a 
ha'p'orth of giit gingerbread^ or any such Bartho. 
lomew fair nonsense. All I ask is, that the door- 
keepers of your playhouse may take all the sets of 
my Register^ now on hand, and force every body 
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who enters your doors to buy one, ghrfat^ after*^ 
wards a debtor and creditor account of what they 
have receded, post paid, and in due course re« 
mitting me the money, and unsold Registers, cor* 
riagepaid. 

lam; &c. 

W. C. 



IN THE CHARACTER OP 

A HAMPSHIRE FARMER. 



RaWda qui caacitns ir4 



Implevit pariter ternis latratibns anms 
Et sparsit yirides spomis albentibuB agros. 



Most blinking People, 

\Vhen persons address an audience from the 

stage, it is usual, either in wOrds or gesture, to 

say, ^^ Ladies and Gentlemen, your servant." If 

I were base enough, meaa enough, paltry enough^ 
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taid kruie beast enough, to follow thiit fashion^ ]^ 
i^ould tell two lies in a breath. In the first place, 
you are not Ladies and Gentlemen, but I hope 
something, better, that is to saj, honest men and 
women ; and in the next place, if 70a were eyer so 
much ladies, and eyet so much gentlemen, I am 
not, nor ever will 6e, your humble serrant. Yon 
see me here, most thinking people^ by mere chance. 
I have not been within the doors of a play house- 
before for these ten years, nor till that abominable 
custom of taking money at the doors is discon- 
tinued, wilt I eyer sanction a theatre with my pre- 
sence. The stage door is> the* only gate oi freedom 
in the whole edifice, and through that I made my 
way from Bagshaw's in Bndgps Street, to accost 
you. Look about you. — Are jou not all comfort- 
able ? Nay,' never slink mun ; speak out, if yoa- 
are dissatisfied, and tell me so before I l^aye town. 
You are now, (thanks to Mr. Whitbread^) got into 
a large, comfortable house. Not into a gimcrack 
palace ; not into a Soiomen^s temple ; not into a 
frost work of Brobdignag filagree ; but into a plain^ 
honest, homely, indnstrioas, wholesome, browny 
brick plaff house. You have been struggling for 
iad^pendeiice and e}bow-room these three years.;. 
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mnd n^ho gftve it you ? . Who helped yon out oC 
LilHpttt ? Who roated you from a rat hole, five 
inches by four, to perch you in a palace ? Again 
and again I auswer, Mr, Whithread, You might 
have 9WBltered ia that place with the greek name 
till Doomsday, and neither Itord Castlereaghy Mr* 
Canning^ no, nor the Marquis Wellesley^ would 
have turned a trowel to help you out i Remember 
that. Never forget that. Read it to your chil* 
dren^ and to your children's children ! And now, 
most thinking people^ cast your eyes oyer my 
head t« what the builder (I beg his pardon, the 
architect) calls the proscenium, STo motto, no 
slang, no popish latin to keep the people ia the 
dark. No Veluti in Speculum, Nothing in the 
dead languages, properly so called, for they ought 
to wdie^ aye, and be damned too ! The CoTent 
Garden manager tried that, and a pretty business 
be made of it ! When a man says Veluti in specur 
turn, he is called A man of letters. Very well, and 
{s not 41 man who cries O. P. a man of letters too ? 
Ton jran your O. P. against his Velutiin Specu* 
lum, and pray which beat ? I propheeied that, 
though I never told any body. I take it for grant- 
•d> that every intelligent man^ woiuan^ aud child^ 



)d whom I address myself, htts stood serenillj and 
^respectively in Little Russel Street, and cast their, 
lits, her, and its eyes <m the ontside of this building 
before they paid their money to vielW the itistde. 
Look at the brick-work, English iiudience ! Look 
at ike brick-work ! All plain and smooth, like a 
qnakers' meeting. - None of your .^igyptian pyra« 
mids, to entomb subscribers' capitals. No orer. 
grown colonades of itone, like an alderman's gonty 
legs in 'irhite cotton stockings, 'fit ohly to break 
Mto pebbles tb pare TOttienham Court Road. This 
house is neitiber aft^r the model of a temple in 
Athens, no, nor a. temple in Moorfields^ but it is 
huilt to act English plays in, and piroiided you 
hate good scenery, dresses, and decorations, I dare 

• 

say you Wouldn't breals^ your hearts if the outside 
were as plain as the p&estaff I'used'to carry ^hen 
I was a seijeant. Apropos^ as the French valets 
say, who cut their masters' throatSj-^ieipropof, a 
Word about dresses. You must, mady of you, have 
seen what I have read a description of, Kemble 
and Mrs. Slddons in Macbeth, with more gold and 
sliver pl&istered on their doublets, than would hare 
kept an holiest family in butchers' meat and flannel 
from year's end to year's end ! I am informed, noW 
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mind, t dt> n6t roach for the fact, but I aih idf* 
formed, that all i^uch ettrayagant idleness Is to be 
done away witii here. Lady Macbeth h to have a 
plain quilted petticoat^ a. cotton gown, jEUid a 
mob capf (as the court, parasites call it ;"-*-it wifl 
be well for thetn if, one of these days, they don't 
wear a mob cap — -I mean a white tap^ with a mo 6 
to look at them ;) and Macbeth is to appear in an 
honest yeoman's drab coat, and a pair of black ca* 
lamanco breeches. Not S'o/amanca; no, nor 
Tatavera neither, my most Noble Marquis ; but 
plain, holiest, black calamanco, stuff breeches. 
This is right ; this is as it should be. Mast thinkm 
ing people^ I have heard you miich abused. There 
is not a compciuild in the language but is strung 
fiffy in a rope, like onions, by the Morning Post, 
and hurled in your teeth. Ydu are called the mob, 
and when they have made you out to be the mob, 
you are called the scum of the people, and the 
dregs of the people. I should like to know how 
you can be both. Take a basin of broth,— not 
theap soup, Mr, fVilberforce, not soup for the 
poor at a penny a quart, as your mixture of horsea' 
legs, brick dust, and old shoes was denominated^ 
but plaiui wholesome, patriotic beef or mutton 
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broth ; take this, examine it, and you will fiod the 
dregs at the bottom, and the scum at the top. I 
will endeaTonr to explain this to jou : England is 
a large earthen-ware pipkin, John Bull is the 
beef thronn into it. Taxes are the hot mater he 
boils in. Rotten boroughs are the fuel that blazes 
under this same pipkin. Parliament is the iodic 
that stirs the hodge podge, and sometimes -«— 
but hold, I don't wish to pay ilf r. Newman a se- 
cond Tisit. I leave you better off than you hare 
iieen this many a day. Yon hare a good house 
jOTer your head ; yon have beat the JFrench in 
Spain ; the harrest has turned out well ; the comet 
^eeps its distance ; and red slippers are hawked 
iibout in Constantinople for next to nothing, and 
ibr all this, again and again I tell yon, yon are 
ihdebted to Mr. Whitbrei^d 1 1 1 

W. C. 



THE LIVING LUSTRES. 

By T. M. 



Jam te juvaverit 
Viros relioquere, 
Jlootoeque coijngjii 
Sinn quiescere^ 

tia l*. Mom. 



I. 
O VBT fihoold our dull retrospectm addresses 

'FalLdamp as wet blankets on Drary Lane fire I 
Awaj with blue devils, away with distresses, 

And give the gay spirit to sparkling desir^l 

«. 
Let artists decide on the beauties of Drurj, 

The richest to me is when, woman is there ^ 
The question of Houses I leave to the jurj ; 
The fairest to me is the house of the fair4 

c 
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3. 
When Woman's soft smile all onr senses bewildert , 

And gilds while it carves her dear form on the heart. 
What need has new Drurj of carvers and gilders. 

With Nature so bounteous whj call upon Art ? 

4. 
Each pillar that opens oar stage to the circle is 

Verdant antique like Ninon de l*£ncios ; 
I'd ramble from them to the pillars of Hercules^ 

Giye me but Rosa whereTer i go. 

5. 
How well would our artists attend to their duties. 

Our House save in oil and onr authors in wit. 
In lieu of yon lamps U a row of young beauties 
Glanced light from their eyes between us and tbe 
pot* 

6. 
Attun'd to the scene when the pale yellow moon is on 

Tower and tree they'd look sober and sage. 
And when they all wink'd their dear peepers kk 
unison. 
Night, pitchy night would envelop the stage. 
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7. 
Ab ! could' I sone girl from yon box for ber youth 

I'd love. Ker as long as she blossomed in youth; 
Oh ! .wliite \b the ivory cate of the toothpick, 
But when beauty imiles how much whiter the tooth! 

8. 
And dear is the Emerald Isle of the Ocean, 

Whofte daogfaten are &ir as the foam of the ware, 
Wlwser aons^ unaecuatom'd to rebel commotioUy 

Tbo' joyous are sober, tbo' peaceful are brar#« 

9, 
The shajarock their oliTe, sworn foe to a quarrel, 

Protects from the tkindfer and lightning of rows ; 
Tbeiris]^rif^.of? shillelagh is nothing. bat laurel, 

Which water d in crimson encircles their brows. 

10. 
Ph ! soon shall they burst the tyrannical shackles, 

Which each panting bosom indignantly names. 
Until not one goose at the capital cackles, 

Against the grand question of catholic claims. 
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11. 

And then thatl each t'addj who jonce on the Liffif 
Perchance held the helm of some mackarel hoy. 

Hold the helm of the vtate^ and dispense in a jiffy 
More fishes than erer he canght when a hoy. 

12. 
And those who now quit their hods, shoTels, and 
barrows. 
In crowds to tlie bar of some ale-honse to flock, 
"When bred to our bar shall be Gibb8*s andGanrows, 
AsBnme the silk gown and discard the smock-frock. 

IS. 
For Erin surpasses the daughters of Neptune, 

As Dian excels each encircling star, 
And the spheres of the Hearens could never hkyrm 
kept tone 
Till set to the music of Erin-go-Bra ! 



THE REBUILDING. 

By R. S. 



per audftces nova difhynunbM 



verba deyoWit, naiiiertiqiae feitur 

hege solntls. fioRACs« 



Spoken l^ a GUndoveer* 



rris mine to speak and yours to bear. 



Midnight) yet not a nose 
From Tower-biU to PiGcadillj^ snored ! 

Midnight, yet not a nose 
From Indra drew the essence of repose ! 
See with what crimson fury, 
By Indra fann*d, the god of fire ascends the walls 

of Drury ; 
The tops of houses, blue with lead, 
Bend beneath the landlord's tread ; 
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Master and 'prentice, serving man and lord^ 
Nail or and taylor, 
Grazier and brazier, 

_ _ • 

Tbro' streets and alle js pour'd^ 

All, all abroad to gaze, 

And wonder at t&e blaze. 

Thick calf, fat foot, and slim knee, 

Mounted on roof and chimney, 

Tke mighty roast, the mSghty stew 

To .see; 
As If the dismal view 
Were but to them a Brentford jnbllee. 

Vainly, all radiant Snrya, arc of Pliaetoiiy 

(Bf Greeks call'd ApoUo) 

fioUow 

Sounds from thy harp proceed ; 

Combustible as feed. 

The tongue of Vulcan licks thy wooden legs : 

From Drury*s top, disseTer'd from tiiy pegt^ 

Thou tumiUest, 
Humblest, 
Where late thy bright effulgence shone on high ; 
While, by thy somerset excited, fly 
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Ten mitlioii, 
BiltioA 
Sparks from the pit to gen tlie sable sky* 

Now cone tho men ol fire to quench the fires. 
To Russel Street ate Crlobe and Atlas flock, 
Hope ipallopa Irat, and second Bjodk ; • 
On flying heel, 
See Hand in Hand 
O'erti^ the band, 
View with what glowing wlieel 
He nicks 
PhooniK ^ 
While Albion scampers from Brldge^street Black- 
friars, 
Drnry Lane ! Ikory Lane * 
Dniry Lane ! Drury Lane ! 
They shout and they hoUow again and again. 

All> all in vaio ! 

Water turns steam ; 

Each blazing beam 

Hitises defiance to the eddying spout ; 

It seems but too plain that nothing can put it out ; 

Drury Lane ! Droiy Lane ! 

See, Drury Lane exfures ! 
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Pent in bj smoke dried beaiiii> twelre moomi or morr,^ 

Shorn 61 his ray, 
Sorya i^ durance lay : 
The firemen heard him shout, 
But thought it would net pay - 
To dig him out. 
WheB lo ! terrific Yamen, lord of helfy^ 
Solenm as lead. 
Judge of the dead, 
Sworn foe to witticism. 
By men call'd criticisA, 
Came passing by that way : 
Rise ! cried the fiend, behold a sight of gladness^ 
Behold the riTal theatre, 

I re set O. P. at her, 
Who, like a bulhdog bold. 
Growls and fastens on his hold ; 
The many headed rabble roar in madness r 

Thy rival staggers ; come and spy her 
Deep in the mud as thouart in the mire. 

So saying, in his arms' he caught the beaming one,. 
And crossing Russel Street, 
He placed him on his feet, 
'Neath C'oTent Garden dome* Sudden, a sound 



3B 

As of the bricklayers of Babel rose : 
Boms, rattles, drmas, tin trumpets, sheets of copper* 
Punches and slaps, thwacks of ail sorts and sizes, 
From the knobb'd bludgeon to the taper switch, 
Ran echoing round the walls f paper placards 
Blotted the lamps, boots brown with mud the benches: 
A sea of heads roll'd roaring in the pit'; 
On paper wings 0\ P.i 
Reclin'd in lettered ease ; 
While shout and scoff, 
Va! ya! off! 6ffl 
liike thunderbolt ou Sufja's eardrum fell, 
And seem'd to paint 
The sayage oddities of Saint 
Bartholomew iu helK> 

Tears dimm'd the god of light ; 

Bear me back, Yamen, from this hideous sight, 

Bear me back, Yamen, I grow sick^ 

Oh !: bury me again in brick ; 

Shall I on New Drury tremble, 

To be O. P.'d like Remble I 

N(f, 

Better i^n^atn by mbbish guarded. 
Than thus hubbubish groan placarded : 

c5 



Bear me Itack, Ya«ieji, bear sie qviek^ 
And bury me again ia brick. 
Obedient Yamen 
Answered, Amen, 

And did 
As be was bid. 

There lay the buried god, and Time 

Seem'd to decree eternity of lime ; 

Bat pity, like a dew-drop, gently prest 

Almighty Veghnoo*s adamaatiiie breast : 

Be, the preserrer, ardent still 

To do whatever he says he will, 

From Soath^ll urged his way, 

To raise the drooping lord of day. 

All earthly spells the busy one o'erpower*d ; 

He treats with men of all conditions, 

Poets and players, tradesmen aad mosictans ; 

Nay, eTenyentares 

To attack the rentenSy 

Old and new : 

A list he gets 

Of claims and debts, 

And deems nought done while aught remains to do. 
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Yamen beheld, and withered at the sight ; 

hong had he aim*d the sun beam to controul, 

Fox light was hateful to his soul : 

Go on, cried the hellish one, yellow with spite ; 

Go on, cried the hellish one, yellow with spleen ; 

Thy toils of the morning, like Ithaca's queen, 

111 toH to undo every night. 

Ye sons of song, rejoice ! 
Veshnoo has still'd the jarring elements, 
The spheres hymn music ; 
Again ike god of day 
Peeps forth with trembling ray, 
And pours at initervals a stram divine, 
I have an iron yet in the fire, cried Yamen ; 
The vollied flaine rides in my breath. 
My biaat is elemental death ; 
This hand shall teav their paper bonds to pieces ; 
Ingrost your deeds, assignments, leases. 
My breath shall every line erase 
Soon as I blow the blaxe. 

The lawyers are met at thi^ Crown and Anchor, 
And Yamen's visage grows blanker and blanker. ' 
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The lawyers are met at the Anchor and Crown y. 

And Yamen's cheek is a russety brown. 

Voiihnoo, now tiiy work proceedft ;. 

The solicitor readsj 

And) merit of merit ! 

Red wax and green ferret 

Are ix'd at the foot o^the deeds t 

Yamen beheld, and shiver'd; 

His finger and thumb were cramped^ 

His ear by the flea in't waft bitten, 

When he saw by the lawyer's clerk written^ 

Sealed and delirerd, > 

Being first dnly stamped, y 

Now for my torn, the demon cries, aiid blows- 

A blast of sulphur from his mouth and nose ; 

Ah ! bootless aim ! the critic fiend ! 

Sagacious Yamen,. judjf^e of hellj 

Is judged in his> tarn ; 

Parchment won*t burn I 

His schemes of yengeance are dtssoIVd in ail^. 

Parchment won't tear! ! 
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Ift it not written in the Himakoot book^ 

(That mighty Baly from Kehama tdok) 

^' Wha blows on pounce 

" Mast the Swerga renounce " ^ 

It is ! ft is ! Yameq, thine hour is nigh ; 

Like as an eagle claws an aspy 

Veshi^oo has caught him in his mighty grasp, . 

And hurl'd him, in spite of his shrieks and his 

squalls, 
Three times as high as Meru mountaioi 

Which is 

Ninety-nihe times as high as St. Paul's. 

Descending, he twisted like Lett the Jew^ 

Who^a durable grave meant 

To dig in the patement 

Of Monument-yard ; 

To earth by the laws of attraction he flei^, 

And he fell, and he felU 

To the regions of hell ; 

Nine centuries bounced he from cayem to tock^ 

And his head, as he tumbled, went nickety knock, 

I^ke a pebble in Carisbrook well. 

jT'OW Veshnoo tnm'd round to a capering rarlet, 
Array'd in blue and white and scarlet^ 
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And cried, Oh i brown of slipper u of hat. 
Lend me, Uarleqvin, iky bat : 
He seiz'd the wooden sword, and smote the earth. 
When lo ! npttarting into birth, 
A fabric, stately to behold. 
Outshone in elegance the old, 
And Veshnoo saw, and cried, Hail, playhouse mine! 
Then bending his bead, to Surja he said, 
Go mount yon edifice, 
And shew thy steady face 
In renoTated pride, 
More bright, more glorious than before ! 
Bnt ah I coy Snrya still felt a twinge. 
Still smarted from his former singe. 
And to Veshnoo replied, 
In a tone rather gniff. 
No, thank yon ! one tumble's enoagh 1 



DRURY'S DIRGE. 

% LAURA MATILDA. 



Ton praise our sires t bat thoagh they wrote with forcei 
Their rhymtti were vidous and thdr dktioD coaf^e: 
We want their f/ref^fc»«gree4; ^Qt weatooe 
For that and more, by tweetnets all our own* 

GiFPORD* 



Balmtt Zephyrs lightly flitting, 
Shade me with y<our asEure wing ; 

On Parnassus' summit sitting, 
Aid me, Clio, while I sing. 

2. 
Softly slept the dome of Drury, 

O'er the empyreal crest, 
When Alecto's sister.fury. 

Softly slumbering sunk to rest. 
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3. 

Lo ! from Lemnos limping lamelj^^ 
Lags the lowly Lord of Fire, 

Cjthereii yieldin«^ tamely,. 
To the Cyclops dark, and dire; 

4« 

Clouds of amber, dreams of g1adnes9^ 
Dnlcet joys and sports of yonth. 

Soon must sink to haughty sadness^ 
Mercy h^^ds the veil to ^mtk* 

5. 
See Herostratos the second, 

Fires again Diana's Fane ; 
By the Fates from Orcus beckon'd^ 

Clouds enyelop Drury Lane.. 

Lurid smoke and frank suspicion^ 
Hand in hand reluctant dance ^ 

While the God fulfils his misrion,^. 
Chivalry resign thy lance. 
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7. 
Hark ! the englaes biaadly thander,. 

Fieecj clcrads dkhcTelled He ; 
And the fireoieir, mute with WDttdtr^ 

On the 8MI of Saturn cry* 

8. 
See the bird of Ammon sailing^ 

Perches on the engine's peak^ 
And the Eagle firemen haiiing, 

Sooths them with its bickering beak< 

0. 
Juno saw, and mad with mn^ce^. 

Lost the prise that Paris gave ; 
Jealousy's ensangoin'd chalice, 

Mantling poors the orient wa¥e* 

10. 
Pan beheld Patroclus dying, 

Nbx io Niobe was tum'd ;^ 
From Busiris Bacchus fljringr 

Saw his Semele inara'd*. 
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11. 

Thns fell Drmy's lofty glory, 

LeTeird with ihe shadderiog stones ; 
Man witb teesaes black and gorj^ 

Drinks the dew of peaily ^roaos. 

19. 
Hark ! what soft EoUan numbers. 

Gem the blushes of the mom ; 
Break, Amphion, break your slumbers, 

Natores tioglets deck the thorn.. 

13. 
Ha ! I hear the strun erratic. 

Dimly glance from pdle to pole, 
Raptures sweet and dreams ecstatic 

Fire my everlasting soul. 

14. 
Where is Cnpid^i crimson motion ? 

Billowy ecstacy of woe, * 

Bear me strait meonderHig ocean. 

Where the stagnant torrents flow. 
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15. 
Blood in every Tein is gushing, 

Vixen Tengeance lulls 1117 heart, 
See, the Gorgon gang is rushing I 

N^rer, never let us part. 



A TALE OF DRURY LANK 

By W. S. 



Tha he went oo, strnging one extnvagance npon anotlKr^ 
in the style hb books of cUtalry had tangbt hioi^ and un|. 
tan&og a» near as he coald their very phiase. 

DohQcixovb. 



To be spoken by Mr. Kemble in a iuit of the Bktek 
Princess armour borrowed from the Tower^ 

Survey this shield all bossy bright ; ' 
These cuisses twnin behold ; 
Look on my form in armeuT dight 
Of steel inlaid with gold. 
My knees are stiff in iron buckles, 
Stiff spikes of steel protect my knucklet» 
These once belong'd to sable prince^ 
Who never did in battle wince ; 
With valour tart as pungent quince. 
He slew the vaunting Gaud ;. 
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llest there awhile, my bearded la]io«, 
While from green curtain I adyance 
To yon foot lights, no tririal dance, 
And tell the town what sad im8chan<;« 
Did Drury Lane befaU 

On fair Augusta's towers and trees 

Flitted the silent midnight breeze, 

Curling the foHage as it past, 

Which from the moon-tipp'd plumage cast 

A spangled light like dancing spray, 

Then reassum'd its still array : 

Whep.as night's lamp unclouded hung. 

And down its full effulgence flung» 

It shed sQch soft and balmy power, 

That cot and castle, hall and bower. 

And spire and dome, and turret height, 

Appear'd to slumber in the light* 

From Henry's chapel, Rufus' hall, 

To SaToy, Temple, and St. Paul, 

From Rnightsbridge, Pancras, Camden TowB, 

To Redrjff, Sha4well, Horselydowa, 



46: 



No voice was heard, no eye noclosed, ' 
Bat all in deepest sleep reposed. 
They might have thonght, who gazed around^ 
Amid a silence so profound 

It made the senses thrill , 
That 'twas no place inhabited, 
But some Tast city of the-^dead, 

All was so hush'd and stilU 

As chaos which, by hearenlj doom, 
Had slept ift eyerlastiog gloom, 
Started with terror and sarpHee, 
When light first flash'd upon her eyes-t 
So London's sons in nightcap woke. 

In bedgown woke her dames. 
For shouts were heard mid fire and smbk^ 
And twice ten hundred voices spoke, 

*^ The Playhouse is in flames." 
And lo ! where Catherine Street e}Ctendfl' 
A fiery tail its lustre lends 

To every window pane : 
Blttshea each spout in Martlet Court, 
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And Barbican, niotb eaten fort. 
And CoFent Garden kennelB sport, 

A bright ensanguin'd drain ; 
Menx^s new brewhonse shows the light, 
Rowland Hill's chapel, and the height 

Where patent shot they sell : 
The Tennis Conrt, so fair and tall. 
Partakes the ray, with Surgeons' Hall, 
The ticket porters' hoase of call. 
Old Bedlam, close by London wall, 
Wright's shrimp and oyster shop withal. 

And Richardson's Hotel. 

Nor these alone, but far and wide 
Across the Thames' s gleaming tide. 
To distant fields the blaze was borne. 
And daisy whitie and hoary thorn 
In borrowed Itistre seem'd to sham 
The rose or red sweet Wil.li.am. 

To those who oa the bills around 

Beheld the flames from Drury's mound,- 
As from a lofty altar rise ; 

It seem'd thut nations did conspire, . 

To ofier to the god of fire 
Some vast stupendous sacrifice I 
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The B!immoii*d fit^emea woke at call, 
And hied them to their stations all. 
Starting from short and broken snoose. 
Each sought his pond roas hobnatl'd shoes^ 
But first his worsted hosen plied. 
Plush breeches next in crimson died^ 

His nether bulk embraced ; 
Then jacket thick of red or blue. 
Whose massy shoulder gare to Ttew 
The badge of «ach respective crew^ 

In tin or copper traced. 
The engines thundered thro' the streot, 
Fire-hook, pipe, bucket, all complete, 
And torches glared, and clattering feet 

Along the parement paced. 

And one, the leader of the band. 
From Charing Cross along the Strand, 
Like stag by beagles hunted hard. 
Ran till he stopp'd at Vinegar Yard. 
T-he burning badge his shoulder bore, 
The belt and oil-skin hat he wore. 
The cane he had his men to bang, 
Show'd foreman of ike British gang. 
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ffis naide was Higginbottom ; notr 
Tis meet that I should tell yon hotr 

The others came in view : 
The Sun, the London, and the Rock, 
The Pelican, which nought can shock, 
Th' Exihange, where old insurers flock, 

. The Eagle, where the new ; , 
With these came Rumford, Bumford, Cok, 
Robins from Hocklej in the Hole, 
Lawson and Dawson, cheek by jowl, 
Crump from St. Giles's Pound : 
Whitford arid Mitford join'd the train, 
Huggins and Muggins from Chick Lane, 
And Clutterbuck, who got a sprain 

Before the plug was found. 
Scroggins and Jobson did not sleep, 
But ah ! no trophy could they reap. 
For both were in the Donjon Keep 

Of Bridewell's gloomy mound 1 

E'en Higginbottom now was posed, 
For sadder scene was ne'er disclosed; 
Without, within, in hideous show, 
DeTourinng flames resistless glow, 

D 
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And blazing lafters dawttward gA, 
And. never halloo ^ heads belpw I'' 

Nor noiioe |pve at all : 
The firemen, terrified, are slow 
To bid the pnmpiDg torrent flow, 

For feiar the Toof should foil. 
Back, Robins, }mck ! Grnnip, ateid aloof ! 
Whitford, keep neur the walls ! 
Hnggins, regard jonr own helioof. 
For io-! the blazing rocking roof 

Down, down ia dionder faOs I 

An awfol panse succeeds Hie stroke, 
And o'er the rnins volumed smoke^ 
Rolling around its ^pitoh^j shrond^ 
Concealed them from th' astonished CKOwd. 
At length the mist awhile was clear d, 
When lo ! a^oiid the wreck upreiir'4 
Gradual a moving head appear'd, 

And Eagle firemen knew, 
'Twas Joseph Mjoggin^, name rererd 

Tixe foreman of their crew. 
Load shotttfi^d all in «^s of Wjoe» 
^' A Muggins to the t/escue^ Jbo 1 
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Ani pour'd the hissing tide : 
lil«anwhlk tke Muggins fouglvt amuai 
And stroye and struggled all in vain« 
Ft>r rallying but to fall ag^9 

He totter'd, sunk^ and died! 

Did m>ne attempt^ before he fell, 
To succour one they lov'd so well ? 
Yes, Higginbottom did aspire ' 
(fiis fireman's soul was all on fire,) 

His brother chief to sare ; 
But ah ! bis reckless generous ire 

Senr'd but to share his gra^e ! 
Mid blazing beams and scalding «trean)S| 
Thro' fire and smoke he dauntless broke, 

Where Muggins broke before. 
But sulphury stench and boiling drench 
Destroying sight o'erwhelm'd him quite> 

He sunk to rise no more. 
Still o'er his head, while Fate he braTed, 
His whizzing water-pipe he waived-; 
" Whitford and Mitford ply your pumps, 
** Tou Clntterbttck, come stir your stumps, 
«< Why are you in such doleful dumps ? 
** A fireman and afraid of bumps ! 
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'" What are they fear'd on, fools? 'od rot 'emr* 
^«re the last words of Higgiabottoia . 

Peace to his soul ! new prospects bloom. 
And toil rebuilds what fires consume! 
Eat we and drink we, be our ditty, 
*^ 3 of to the managing committee.'* 
Eat we and drink we, join to rum 
Roast 1>eef and pudding of the plum ; 
Forth from thy nook John Horner com^^ 
With bread of ginger brown thy thumb. 

For this is Drury's gay day : 
Roll, roil thy hoop» and twirl thy tops, 
And buy to glad thy smiling chops', 
Crisp parliament with lollypops. 

And fingers of the Lady. 

Didst mark, how toil'd the busy train 
From morn to eve, till Drury Lane 
Leap'd like a roebuck from tfie plain ? 
Ropes rose and sunk, and rose again, 

And nimble workmen trod ; 
To realise bold Wyatt's plan 

» 

Bush'd many a howling Irishmaii, 
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Ldud clatter*d many a porter cany 
And many a ragamuffin clan, 
With trowel and with hod. 

Drury revites ! he* rdunded pate ' ' 
Is blue, is heavenly blue with slate ; 
She " wings the midway air" elate, 

As magpie, crow, or chough ; _ 
White paint her modish visage smears^ 
Yellow and pointed are her ears, 
No pendent portico appears 
Dangling beneath, for Whitbread's sheara 

Hate cut the bauble off. 

Yei), she exalte her stately hea4 
And, but that solid bulk outspread^ 
Oppos'd'yoa on* your onward tread*. 
And posts and pillars warranted 
Thtat all was true that Wyatt said. 
You might have deemM its walls so thicks 
Were not composed of stone or brick,' 
But all a phantom, all a trick. 
Of brain disturbed and fancy^sick, 
&• high it soars, so Tast, so qui«kr 



JOHNSON'S GHOST. 



Ghost of Dr. JoHNsoir rises from trap door P. Si 
rnnd Qhost of Boiwkll from trap door O. P. 
The latter bows respectfully to the House^ 4md 
obsequiously to the Doctor^s Ghosi^ and re* 
tires. 

DoOor^i Ghost IsqssUur. 

That which watf orgsniied bj the monl ahilitj 
of one, has beett exeevted hy the [Ayakal ^Sott of 
many, and DavRT I^Aum TmBAimMi k vmw com- 
plete. Of that part befafaid the cartia% which hat 
not yet been destiaed^ to gl«vr b^ieath die bruh 
of the Tarnisher, or Tibrate t» the hammer of the 
carpenter, littie ia thoa^ by the pabfo, and little 
need be said by the committee* Trath however 
is not to be sacrificed for the accommodation of 
either, and he who shonld pronounce that our 
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«^Moe htt« received its iinri emlrellishnieiif, would 
be dU^miiia^ falHeftood without fifcarrifig ht* 
¥o«r^ 9AA rigktef die disg^ac^ of detediott witilottt 
pM Udptttiiig ikbt adTMnittg^ of Meeess; 

Pfofcssioiis* lati^I J efUsed and parsfttoniotfsljr 
rorifiictfc tfo aHfeo iMdifsiMeat widi tilo {»reeep(s of 
iiiBate reetN^idto md^tlie pyactiee of externali polloy. 
Ldt it Mt tb#a bo^oottjeetoBBd, tiMiC became we afvo- 
uoawoniiiigy wo are hnbeoiio; that forbearanee- i» 
anj indkatioB of dieflpendeac^, orhumilitjr of #e«* 
laojril^ H« dM fo the aiodt aMutfed of sueoesa wW 
noko the -fewest appeals to ftfcTonr, aad' wBere ink 
tbiag ia claimed that \» undue, notiiing that' iis- duo 
will bo withheld^ A swelling opening ia too odtoa 
succeeded by an insignificant conelttstoa^ Part»« 
rifiiff moantaiiis haTe- ere* now produced Bi«scl)^alar 
abortioas-, an^ the auditor wh<^ compares ImoipioHt 
gvaadotfr wili* fiaall ralgaiity io remiMM of tho 
ptoao bftwk«M of CobslMtitMfplo, who solemn^ 
poranbalate her 9treeta, ejlcMmiiig ^^ In the naitto 
of tile Ff oi^e#— figs !^' 

Of aiaoy wbo think theiOseWea wise, «id of 
soaie whfO^ aro thought wise bf others, the oxtortkyaa 
are direeted* to> the remoTal of flM>ttlderi«g and 
obscure dramas ; to endearours io e»dt that which 
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If now Tare onlj because it was always wdrthleMy 
and whose deterioration^ while it condemned it ta 
KTing obscurity, by a strange obliquity of m#ral 
perception constitutes its title to posthumous Fe^ 
Bown* To embody the flying colours of folly, to 
arrest evanescence, to gi? e to bid>bles the globular 
consistency as wdl as form, to exhibit on the itagc 
the pyebald denizen of the stable, and the liaif 
reasoning parent of combs, io display the brisk 
loco-motion of Columbine or the tortuoQ^ aCtitnde- 
tfizing of Punch; these are thfi occupations of 
4ither8, whose ambition, limited to the applttose of - 
unintellectual fatuity, is too innocuous for the 
application of satire, and too humble for the in« 
(utement of jealousy. 

• Our refectory will be found to contain every 
species of fruit, from the cooling nectarine and 
luscious peach to the puny pippin and the noxious 
nut. There Indolence may repose, and Inebriety 
vevel; and the spruce apprentice, rushing in at 
second account, may there chatter with impunify',,. 
debarred by a barrier of brick and mortar from 
marriog that scenic interest in others, which nature 
and education hare disqualified him. from compre«v 
ll^ndijig himself* 



V yerniahietit stage doors we hare none. ItfOii 
^tch is permanent cannot be removed, for if re-* 
moved it soon ceases to be permanent. What sta^- 
tionary absurdity can vie with that ligneous barri« 
cado, which, decorated with frappant and tintina^ 
bulant appendages, now serves as the entrance of 
the fowly cottage, and now as the exit of a lady's 
bedchamber ; at one time insinuating plastic Harle« 
(yam into a butchers shop, and at another yawning at 
a floodgate to precipitate the Cyprians of St. Giles's 
into the embraces « of Maeheathk Ta elude this: 
glaring absurdity, io give to each respective man* 
sion the door which- the CA-rpenter would doubtlesi 
have given 9 we vary oMt portal with the varying 
scene^ passing froili deal to mahogany, and fronv 
mahogany to' oak, as the opposite claims of cottage/ 
palace, or castle may appear to require. 

Amid the general hum of gratulation whicH 
flatters us in front, it is fit that some regard should 
be paid to the murmurs of despondence that assaii 
Us in the rear* 1 hey, as I have elsewhere express- 
ed it, '^ who live to please,'' should not have theit; 
own pleasures entirely overlooked. The children. 
i4 Thespis are general in their censures of the aT< 
Qhitect in having placed ^the looility of exit tft suck 
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s distance ftrofki the oilf irradisitors wfafch bow 
da2zle the ejres of him trbo addreMes jou. I wiry 
cries the qaeen of terrors, robbed of my fkir pro^ 
portions. When tite king killibg tbano hint* to 
the breathless aaditorj the marders he means to 
perpetrate in the castle of Macdaff *^ ere his pur- 
pose Cool ;** so Tast is tlie infernal he has to trarel 
before he can escape from die stage, that his pvr. 
pose has eTen time to freese. Tour coQditl<m, 
cries the muse of smiles, is hard, but it is cygnet's 
down in comparison with mine. The peerless 
peer of capers and congees 1ms laid it down as a 
mle, that the best good thing ottered by the mom. 
ing Tisitor shoald conduct him rapidly to the door 
way, last impressions Tying in durability with first. 
But when on this boarded elongation it falls to my 
lot to 8ay> good thing : to ejacuiate *' keep moying," 
•r to channt *^ hie hoe boran genftito/* many are 
Hhe moments that mustelapse ere I can hide myself 
firom pnblic Ttsion in tiie recesses of O.P. or P.S. 

To objections, like these, capdously nrged, and 
qnetulomsly maintaioed, it is time that equity shottld 
firame a response. Dettation from scenic propriety 
has only to yituperate itself for the consequences 
it generllM. Let tilt actor consider the line of 
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e^t as that \m% bejpoad wkick lie dio»ld not sosr 
in quest of spurious applause ; let him reflect that 
iu^ proportion at he adirances to the lamps, he 
recedes from nature ; that tibe truneheen of Hot* 
spur acquires no additieiial charm from encounter, 
ing the cheek oi beauty in the stage box, and that 
the bravura of Mandane may produce effisot, alttMragb 
the throat of her who warbles it should not OTer« 
han^ the orchestra. The JoTe of the modern 
critical Olympus, Lord Mayor pf the theatric sky, 
has, ex cathedrd, asserted, that a natural actor 
looks upon the audience part of the theatre as the 
third side of the chamber he inhabits. Surely of 
the third wall thus fancifully erected our actors 
should by ridicule or reason be withheld froni 
knocking their heads against the stucco. 

Time forcibly reminds me that all things which 
haTe a limit must be brought to a conclusion. Let 
nie» ere that conclusion arrires, recal to your recol. 
lection, that the^ pillars which rise on either side of 
me, blooming in yirid ambiguity, like tWo massy 
erergreens, had yet slumbered in their natire quar- 
ry, but for the ardent exertions of the indiridiial 
who called them into life : to his nerer-slumbering 
talents you are indebted for whatever pleasure this 
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tiaimt of the muses is calculated to afford. If itf 
defiance of chaotic maleTolence^ the destroyer of 
the temple of Diana yet surrires in the name of 
Herostratus, surely we may confidently predict, 
that the rebuilder of the temple of Apollo will 
stand recorded to distant posterity in that of-^ 
Samu£l Wbitbbeab* 
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BEAUTIFUL INCENDIAKr. 

JBy the Hon. fV. S. 



^ormosun reionart doces Amarjllida silTas. ViRtfit* 



&cene drams^ and* discoviers a Lad^ asleep on t^ 
couch. Enter Philander. 

Philander* 
1. 

ooBRiETY eease to be sofief, 

Cease kbor to dig and to defye^ 
All hail to this tenth of October, 

One thousand eight hundred and twe{te# 
Hah ! whom do my peepers remark? 

'Tis Hebe with Jupiter's jug; 
6h no, *'ds the pride of the Park^ 

lair Lad7 filkabeth Mi<gs« * 
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Whj, beantiful nympb, do joa close 

The curtain that fringes jottr eye 2 
Why Teil in the cIoikIs' of repose 

The sun that should brighten onr skj ? 
Perhaps jealous Venus has oii'd 

Thy hair with some opiate drug, 
Nor chusing her ciiarms should be fotl'd 

^ Lady £liiabetb Miigg. 
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But ah ! why awaken the blaze 

Those bright burning-glasses contain. 
Whose lens, with concentrated rays, 

Proved fatal to old Drury Lane. 
Twas all accidental, they cry, 

Away with the flimsy humbug 1 
'Twas fired by a flash from the eye 

Of Lady EUzabetb Mugg. 
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Thj glance can in us rai^ a flame, 

Then why should old Drury be free ? 
Our doom and its dome are the same^ 

Both subject to beauty's decree. 
No candles the workmen consumed, 

When deep in the ruins they dug, 
Thy flash still their progress illnm'd. 

Sweet lady Elizabeth Mugg. 
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Tby face a rich fireplace displays ; 

The mantlepiece marble-«»thy brows ; 
Thine eyes are die bright beaming blase^ 

Thy bib which no trespass sdlows. 
The fender's tall barrier marks ; 

Thy tippet's the fire.cpieltiag rug, 
Wbicb serves to extinguish the spacks 

Of Lady EUmtbetit M)iigg« 
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Tlie Coimtess a liij appears*, 

Whose tresses the d^wdrops emboss f 
The Marchioness blooming in years, 

A rose bud enyellop'd in moss ; 
But thou art the sweet passion flower^v , 

For, Yiho would not slarerj hag, 
1*0 pass but one exquisite hour 

In the arms'O^ Elisabeth Mugg 3L 
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When afe Court^-onsom'e Dowager's i^oui^ . 

Her diamond aigrette meets our Tiew^ 
S^e looks like a glow worm dress'd otit^ 

Or tulips bespangled with dew ; 
Her two lips denied to man's suit, 

Are shared with her fai^ourite Pug^ 
Whailjord would not change with tl^e brlitf^ 

So lire with JStizabeth Mugg f. j 
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Could the sta^ be a large Tis-x-tisy 

Reserr'd for the polish'd and greatj. 
W|iere each happy lorer might see, 

The nymph he adores tete-a-tete ;: 
No longer I'd ^aze on the ground, 

, And the load of depondency lug, 
For I'd book myself all the year roundy 

To ride with the sweet Lady Mugg,. 
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Tes, ^e hi herself is a host, 

And if she were here all alone, 
Our house might nocturnally boast, 

A, bumper of fashion and ton. 
Agai^ should it burst In a blaze. 

In Tain would they, ply CongreTe's plug^ 
For nought could extinguish the rays, 

From the ^lanc^ of diTine Lady Mugg* 
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O could I M Haifeqaui Msk, 

And tliott be Mif CeioMbiDfr tkin 
If 7 waod should- witiM>Be m^ wfaiik^ 

Traaiqport m to Uvamw SqMro ; 
St. George^ siwald lead i» Us sfetaK", 

The panoii hi» riMnlders^a^hl skm^ 
But sUcenco ihould foree llim to^ jeift, 

M# ttid lifldy BtiaMbetb Mogf . 



Court plaister tke wsi^oot siMuld t^ 

By Cupid shot dowa fr«n'»bare^ 
Which cmt into spots fov thj lip, 

Should still bftrk the sMo^mv of iorre. 
The God irhm firem othem flies quidc, 

Wkh OS. should be slow m a slog. 
As close a» a leech, he sho^ stick 

To moaad EMaobedi ]tf»§s» 
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13. 



For time would, like ug, 'stead of sand^ 

Put filings of steel in his glass. 
To dry tip die blot» of his hand-. 

And spangle life's page as they pass* 
Since all flesh is grass ere tis hay I 

O may I in clover lire snug^ 
Aod when old iSea» mows* w^ away. 

Be stack'd with defonct Lady Mugg ! 
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FIRE AND ALE. 

By M. G. L. 



Omnia traoifeniyit KSe in niracida lermn. 



Mt palate is parch'd wfth pierian thirst. 
Away to Parnassus I'm beckon'd : 

List, warriors aad dames, while my lay is vehears'cPi. 

I sing of the singe of Miss Dniry the first, 
And the birth of Miss Dmry the second. 

The fire king one day ratiier amorons felt ; 

He mounted his hot copper fiUey ; 
liis breeches and boots were of tin, and the belftr 
Was made of cast iron, for fear it should melt 

With the heat 9i the e^per coif a bell|^« 
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Sureiierer was skin half so scalding as bis ! 

When an infant, 'tviras equally horrid, 
For the vater when he was baptized gare a fizz, 
And bubbled and simmered and started -off, whizz ! 

As soon as it sprinkled his forehead. 

Oh then there was glitter and fire in each ej^e, 

For two Hying coals were the symbols ; 
His teeth were calcin'd, and his tongue was so dry 
Itirattled against them as though you should try - 
To play the piano In thimbles. 

From his nostrils a lara sulphureous flows, 

Which scorches whereyer it lingers, 
A sniyelling fellow he's call'd by his foes, 
For lie can't raise his paw up to blow his red nos« 
.. For fear it should blister his fingers. 

His wig is of flames curling oyer his head, 

■ Well powder 'd with white smoking ashes ; 
He drinks gunpowder tea, melted sugar of lead, ' 
Cream of tartar, and dines on hot spice gingerbread» 
Which black from the oyen he gnashes. 
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Each fire aymph his kin horn bar 6oiiiiiieiiaiie« 
fields, 

'Twould soon set her cheeklMne a frying : 
He spit in the fteoter grofmd near ftfrftai^fchia, 
And the hole ihat itlMsnt and the chalk that it yields 

Make a capital lime.kiin for drying. 

When he opea'd ihis nwBth jout there issoed a blast, 

(Nota beae, i do aot mean ssseartag^) 
But the Boiae ikat it nuude and the heat tibat it cast 
I'Te heard it from (those who have^soen it) surpassed 
A shot manufactory flaring. 

He blaz'd and he hla^'d as he gaUop'd to snatch 

His bride, little dr^apiing .of daqger ; 
His whip was a torch, and his ^^r was a matcb^ 
And oyer the horse>ieft eye was a patch 
To keep it from burning the manger. 

And who 13 the homie-inaid he means to en^ural 

In his .clnder^prodndiig JiUiance i 
>Tis Drniy Ijane Playhouse, so wide, and *o tail. 
Who, like other combnstihl]^ ladies, rmnst j^ 

If she cannot set sparks at defiance. 
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On his waronng-pan knee-pan he clsttevliig roll'l, 
And the housemaid bis hand would have taken, 
Bvt his hand, like his passion, was -too hot to lidld^ 
And she soon let It go, but her new ring ^gold 
All melted, like bvit^r, or l}acon. 

Oh, then die Uok^d sonr, and4ndeed well^e nright. 

For Vinegar yard was before her, 
Bnty^pit^ of her shrieks, 4he igmpotent knight 
£«r<Ain!githe maid in a iftame of gas light, 
To liie skies in asky rookePt 1[)ore her. 

Look ! look ! His the ale king so stately and starchy 
Whose votaries scorn to be sober, 

He pops from his vat, like a cedar, or larch ; 

Brown stout is his doublet, he hops in his march, 
And froths at the mouth in October. 

His spear is a spigot, his shield is a bung ; 

He taps where the housemaid no more is» 
When lo ! at his magical bidding, upsprung 
A second Miss Drury, tall, tidy, and young. 

And sported in loco sororis. 
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Bft(^9 Itirid in air, for a second regale. 

The cinder king, hot with desire, 
To Brjdges Street hied ; bat the monarch of al€. 
With uplifted spigot and fiiacet» and pail, 

Thus chided the monarch of fire : 

» 

^' Vile Qrrant, beware of the ferment I brew, 

^^ I rule the roast here, dash the wig o' me ! 
« If, apite of 7oar marriage with old Drnry, yon 
<< Come here with jour tinderbox, courting the new, 
'< 111 hafe you indicted for bigamy. 
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PLAYHOUSE MUSINGS. 

Bff S. T. C. 



Ille Telut fidif arcana sodalibm oltm 
€r«debat libris ; Deque si male c«sserat, uiquaai 
Decurrens alio, neqae si bene. 

HoAACK» 



]V1t pensive public, wherefore look yo« sad ? 
I had a grandmother, she kept a donkey 
To carry to the mart her crockery ware, 
And when that donkey look'd me in the face, 
JliS face was sad ! and you are sad« my Public ! 

Joy should be yours : this tenth day of October 
Again assembles us in Drury Lane. 
Long wept my eye to see the timber planks 
That hid our ruins ; many a day I cried 
Ah ine ! I fear they nerer will rebuild it ! 
Till on one eve, one joyful Monday eve. 
As along Charles Street I prepared to walk, 

V 
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' -Jast at the corner, by the pastry coo1e?% 
•I heard a trowel tick against a brick. 
I looked me up, and strait a parapet, 

» Uprose at least seven inches o'er the planks* 
J07 to thee, Drury ! to myself I said, . 
He of Blackfriars Road who hymn'd thy downfal 
In loud HosannahSy and who prophecied 
That flames like thote frmn prostrate Selyn» 
Would scorch the hand that Tentnr'd to rebuild thee. 
Has proTed a lying prophet. From that hour^ 
As leisure offer'd, cloffe to Mr. Spring's 
Box olEce door, I've stood and eyed the builders ; 
They had a plan to ren'der les^ their labours. 
Workmen ia, elder times would mount a ladder 
With hodded heads, but these stretched forth a pole 
From the watl's pidnacle, they placed a pulley 
Athwart the pele, a rope athwart the pulley, 
To this a basket dangled ; mortar and bricks 
Thus freighted, awung securely to tlte t<^. 
And in the empty basket workmen twain 
Precipitate, unhurt, accosted earth. 

Oh ! 'twas a goodly sound to hear the people 
Who watch'd tiie work, express their Tariou» 
thoughte 1 
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While mm^ belieted it irerer Would Be finished, 
Some on the contrary belieTed it irovild, 

I've heard our front that faces J>rutf Lane, 
Much criticised ; they say 'tis Tulgar brick w6rk» 
A mimic manutetory of floor cloth. 
Qhe of the morning papers wish*d that front * 
Cemented like the front in Brydges Street ; 
As it now looks they call it Wyatt'af Mermaid, 
A handsome woman with a fish's tail. 

White is th6 steeple of St Bride's in Fleet Street, 
The Albion (as its name denotes) is white ; 
Morgan and Saunders' shop for chairs and tables 
Gleams like a snow-ball in the setting sun ; 
White is Whitehall. But not St. Bride's in Fleet 

Street, 
The spotless Albion, Morgan, no, nor Saunders, 
Nor white Whitehall is white as Drury's face. 

Oh, Mr. Whitbread ! Be upon you, sir ! 
I think you should have built a colonnade. 
When tender Beauty, looking for hercoach, 
protrudes hergloveless hand, perceives the shower 
Aad draws the tippet closer round her throat, 

s2 
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Terclance hev coach stands half a dozen off. 
And, ere she mounts the step, the oozing mud 
Soaks thro' her pale kid slipper. On the morrow 
She coughs at breakfast, an4 her gruff ps^Mi 
Cries, '* there yon go! thb comes of plajhooses P 
To build no portico is penny wise : 
Hearen grant it proTe not in the end pound fooltshl 

Hail to thee, Druiy ! Queen of Theatres ! 
What is the Regency in Tottenham Street, 
The Royal Amphitheatre of Arts, 
Astley's Olympic, or the Sans Pareil, 
Compared with thee ? Yet when I view thee push'd 
Baok from the narrow street that christen'd thee, 
I know not why they call thee Drury Lane. 

Amid the freaks that modem fashion sanctions, 
It grieyes me much to see lite animals' 
Brought on the stage. Grlmaldi has his rabbit, 
Laurent his cat, and Bradbury his pig ; 
Fie on such tricks ! Johnson, the machinbt 
Of former Drury, imitated life 
Quite to the life. The elephant in Blue Beard, 
Stuff*d by his hand, wound round his lithe proboscis 
As spruce as he who roar'd in Padmanaba. 
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Jf ought born on earth shonld die. On hadmejr 

stands 
I reverence the coachman who cries *' Gee,'' 
And spares the ksh. When I behold a spider 
prey en a fly, a magpie on a worm, 
Or Tiew a Butcher with horn-handled knife. 
Slaughter a tender lamb as dead as mutton^ 
IiidMd^ indeed, I'm Tery, Teiy sick ! 






DRURY LANE HUSTINGS* 



A NEW HALFPENinr BALLA|)» 



By a PJC NIC POET, 



This is the verj age of promise s 
To promise is most coorily and fiubionahlcb 
l^erforraance Is a kind of will or testament 
Wbicli argues a great ■cIumm in 1m judgaieiit 
That makes iu 

Tnfov o* AiHKirt. 



To be sung by Mr., Johnstone in the character 

of LoONET M^TWOLTER. 
!• 

AIr. Jack, your address, sajs the Prompter to me^ 
So I gave him my card — no, that a'nt it, says he, 
*Tis your public ad dress. O, says I, never fear, 
If address you are bother'd for, only look here, 

\^Puts on Hat affect^l^. 
Tol de rol lol, kc. 
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With Drury's for sartain well never hare, done, 
We've Built up another, and yet there's but one ;. 
The old one was best, yet I'd say if I durst. 
The new one is better — the last is the first* 

Tol de rol,. &c, 

3. 
These Pillars are called by a Frenchified word, 
A something that's jumbled of antique and rerd^ 
The Boxes may show us some verdant antiques, 
Some old harridans who beplaster their cheeks. 

Tol d^ rol, &c; 

4. 

Only look how high Tragedy, Comedy, stick. 
Lest their rivals, the horses, should give them a kick» 
If you will not descend when our authors beseech ye, 
You'll stop there for life, for I'm sure they can't 
reach ye** 

Tol de rol, &c. 

5. 
Each* one shilling God within reach of a nod is. 
And plain are the charms of each Gallery Goddess. 
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You brandy faced Moll dont be looking askew^ 
Wken I talked of a Goddess I didn't mean 70a. 

Tol de rolj &c. 

^. 
Onr stage 19 -so prettily fashion'd for Tiewing, 
The whole house" can see what the whole house is 

doing. 
'Tis jnst like the Hastings, we Idck np a bother^ 
Bat saying is one thing and doing's another. 

Totderol, fto. 

7. 
WeVe many new houses, and some of 'em mm ones. 

But the newest of ail is the new House of Commons^ 
'Tis a rickety sort of a bandhtg I'm told, 
It will die of old age when ttls seyen years old. 

Tol de rol j "&c. 






8. 
As I donH know on whom the election will fall, 
I move in return for returning them all. 
But for fear Mr. Speaker my meaning shoald miss, 
Tlie l^ottse tKat I wish 'em to sit in is this. 

Tol de rol, &c^ 
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9. 
Let us cheer our great Commoner l>ut for whose 

^ aid. 
We all should hare gone with short commons to bed. 
And atuce he has sared all the fat from the fire^ 
I move that the House be call'd Whitbread's Entire, 

Tolderol, &c. 



ARCHITECTURAL ATOMS. 

Translated by Dr. B. 



Lege, Dieky Lrgel Xmbph Aitosbwb. 



To be recited by the Translator's Son, 

A WAT, fond dupes ! who smit with sacred lore^ 
Mosaic dreams in Genesis explore, 
Doat with Copernicus, or darkling stray 
With Newton, Ptolomy,«or Tycho Brahe : 
To yon I sing not, for I sing of truth, 
PrioiaBTal systems, and creation's youth ^ 
Such as of old, with magic wisdom fraught, 
Inspired Lucretius to the lAtians taught* 

I sing how casual bricks, in airy climb^ 
Encoanter'd casual horse hair, cai^ual lime ; 
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How rafters bariie tiirough wondering c\oVii$ elate, 
Kiss'd in their slope blue elemental slate, 
Clasp'd solid beams in cliancenltrected furf^. 
And |;ave te birtk our renovated Dmry. 

Thee, son of Jove, whose sceptre was confess'd 
Where fair CEolta springs fr«m Tethys' breast ; 
Thence on Olympus 'mid Olestials placed 
God of thb Wiitds, and iElther's bonndless waste, 
Thee I invoke ! O, puff my bold design, 
Prompt the biif^t tt^ongbt, and swell the harmoni* 

onsiine;. 
Uphold my pinions, and my verse inspire 
With Winsoc's paient gas, or wind of fire, 
In whose pure blaa&e tky. embryo form enroil'd, 
The d^rk enlightens, and enchaf^S'the cold«. 

But while I court thy gifts, be mine to shitB 

The deprecated prize Ulysses won ; 

Who sailing homewafd from thy bfeezy shore, . 

The prisoned winds ia skins of parchment bore : — 

Speeds the fleet b»rk, tHi o'er fbe billowy green 
The azure heights of Ithaca are seen ; 
But while with favouring gales her way she winS| 
lUs OttriouS'^eottirades'Ope the ^ystie skins : 
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When lo t the rescued winds wiih boiiteroDs sweep, 
Roar to the clonds, and lash the rdoluiig deep-: 
Heayes tl^e smote ressel in the howling blast. 
Splits the str^tch*d sail, and tracks the tottering^ 

mast : 
Launched on a plank, the baojant hero rides 
Where ebon Afric stems the sable tides, 
While his dack'd comrades .o*er the Ocean flj^ 
Afidf rieep not in the whole skins thej: untie. 

So when to raise the wind some lawyer triieB^ 
Mysterious skins of parchment n^eet onr eyes.-^ 
On speeds the smiling snit^ ^^ Pleas of our i«oi«t 
The King" shine jetty oo the wide record ; 
Nods the pmneHa'd bar, attomies smile. 
And syren j.urors -flatter to beguile ; ' 
Till stfipt — nonsuited— he is doomed ijo toss.. 
In legal slnp wreck, and redeemless loss ; 
Happy, if, like Ulysses, he can keep 
His head aboye the waters of the deep. . 

iBolian Muniarch! Emperor of Pufls I 
We modern sailora^ dread not thy rebuffs : : 
S^f to -thy golden shore promiscuous Come 
Quacks £oc the lame, the blind, the deaf, the:d«uub ; 
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£ach, pen in fiaad, wtth literary skill, 
Flies to the prihterfs deril witK his bill. 
Whose Midas touch can gild his asses ears, 
And load a knave widi folly's rich arrears. 
And lb ! a second miracle is thine, 
For sloe.jiiiced water stands transformed to wine : 
Where blacking pour*d its sooty tide, behold 
Glad Day and Martin sail in streams of gold ; 
Laugh the sly wizzards glorying iii theirstealtlr^ 
Quit the black art, and roll in lazy wealth. 
See Britain's Algerines, the Lottery fry, . 
Mount the tall wheels, and coin the annual lie ; 
Aided by thee — but whither do I stray ? 
Court, city, borough, own thy sovereign sway : 
An age of puffs the age of gold succeeds ; 
And windy bubbles are the spawn it breedr. 

If such thy power j 0> h^arthe Muse*s prayer ! 
SwibII thy loud lungs, and wave thy wings of air; 
Spread, viewless giant, all thy arms of Inist; 
I4ke windmill sails, to bting the poet grist : 
As erst thy roaring son with eddying gale 
Whirled Oridiya from her native vale.—- ^ 
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SO) while £ucretiaD •wonders I xefearie,. 
Augusta's sona shall paUoaiae my Terse. 

I sing of Atoms* whose erefttiTe brain. 
With eddying impulse, built new Drury Laae ; 
Not to the labours of subservient man^ 
To no jouag W ja.tt appertains the plan ; 
We mortals stalky like horses* iu a aiill 
Im passive inedia of Atomic will : 
Ye stare * tbea truth's broad talisyuui discern-^- 
'Tis Demonstia^iun speaks.-^Att^ndand learn ! 

< 
From iloaiiag elements in chaos hurl'd, 

Self^form'd of atoms, sprang the infant worlds 

No greutjirsi cause inspired the hapjpj plot^ 

But all was mat^ber, and no matter what. 

Atoms, attracted by some law occult, 

Settling in- spheres, the globe was the result; 

Pure chiVi of Chan^e^ which stUl directs the ball 

Aj rotatory atoms rise or fall. 

In iBther launch'd, the ^o^WA babble flof^Sj 

A mass of ^partiolee and oonfluent motcs^ 

So nicely poi&'d, that if one ^om iiings. 

Its weight away, alojft the planet springtfy. 
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And wivj^s its eoiirs^ through reftimtoif boajidkflf 

space, 
Oxit^ippiiig' comets hk ecdeiitjrte race. 
Add but oae a4;ora mere, it siaks outright 
Down to the realms of Tartarus and night. 
What waters melt or scordilng fires cbosame, 
In different fotm^ theh being roMSu n^ -^ 
Hemce cam no cftange srise^ except in name, 
For weight and su|)Sla(ii€d etier are Hbff um^ 

Thus with ti»e^ms that from old Dra«y.rise 
Its elements prtiDi»T«l UMght tiie skies<, 
There pendulous to wd<> th« happy hour; 
When new )attractioiiB shenild restore their- poiirer. 
Here emhrj^o sonmds in sedKr iic conceal'dr 
Like words in northern atmospheve eoogeal'd^ 
lietfi man J an ettbryo laugh and half enooro 
Clings to the roof, or €re<»p8 ahEMig the fityor« 
By puffs conci|neat some in wther flit, 
And soar.ia bravos fromr the thimdejtiDg pith; 
While sosi^ this mortallife abortive mist, 
Ottsh'd by a groan, or, murdered by a hiss. 

So when <' dQg*».»eat" reoeeboes Jjn'oc^h tha str^atsy 
Rush sympatixetic dogs kom t&eir.ietiieals,^ 
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Bern iritii bright bUze their soppUcatiag- ejcs^ 
Sink their hind legs, ascend their jojfiii cries ; 
Each, wild with hope, and maddening to preTail^ 
Points the pleased ear and wags tfa expectant tail. 

Ye fallen bricks ! in Drnry's fire calcined, 
Since doom'd to slumber condi'd npon the wind 1 
Sweet wa» the hour, when tempted hy jowt freaks^ 
Congenial trowels smoothed your yMaw cheeks. 
Float dulcet serenades upon the ear, 
Bends- eTery atom from its ruddy q)here, 
Twinkles each- eye, and, peeping from its reiiy 
Marks in the adverse crowd ita destined male. 
The oblong loipers clap their hands of grit. 
And brickdast titterings on the breezes flit. 
Then dbwn they rush in amatory race 
Their dusty bridegrooms eager to embrace. 
Some choose old lowers, some decide for new, 
But each, when fix'd, is to his station true. 
Thus ranotts bricks are nutde a4 ta&tes inrite^. 
The red, the grey, the dingy, oTi the white. 

Perhaps some half baked rorer, frank and free^ 
T;o alien bi^auty bends the lawless knee^ ' 
But soon resigns the tie appaU'd and:Si|d(^ 
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He quits his Cypriaa for his married brick.^ 
The Dido atom calls and scolds in vain, 
No crisp iBneas soothes the widow's pain. 

So in Cheapside, what time Aurora peeps, 
A mingled noise of dustmen, milk, and 8|weeps, 
Falls on the housemaid's ear ; amaz'd she stands^ 
Then opes the door with cindei^*sabied hands, 
And ^^ timlches*' calls. The dustman, bubbled flat^ 
Thinks 'tis for him, and dofis his fan-tail'd hat : 
The milkman, whom her second cries assail, 
With sudden sink unyokes the clinking pail : 
Now louder grown, by turns she screams and weeps i 
Alas ! her screaming only brings the sweeps. 
Sweeps but put out-^she wants to raise a fiane. 
And calls for matches, but 'tis still the same. 
Atoms and housemaids ! mark the moral true. 
If once ye go astray, no match for you ! 

As atoms in one mass united mix, 
So bricks attraction feel for kindred bricks ; 
Some in the cellar riew, perchance, on high- 
Fair chimney chums on beds of mortar lie : 
Enamour'd of the sympathetic clod^ 
Leaps the red bridegroom to tht labourer's hod'^ 



And up tie ladder bears the workman, tangbf 
To think he bears the bricks — mistaken tbonghtl' 
A. proof behold — if near the top they find 
The nymphs or broken corner'd, or nnkind;. 
Back to the bottom, leaping with a boand, 
Thej bear their bleeding carriers to the groi 



So, legends tell, along the lofty hiil 
PfC(d the twin heroes, gallant Jack and Jill ;■ 
Their spread and balanced fingers touch tte nttt 
That shields the weil^s top from ths expectant paii* 
When ah ! Jack fa^«^; iiod rolUag in the rear^ 
Jill feels the attraction of his kindred sphejpe;- ^ 
Head over. heeU begips his tippling track. 
Throws sympathetic somersets with Jack, 
And at the mountaia*s bas«» bobbs plomp againair 
him; whack 1 

. , Ye llTing atoms, who nnconscions sit, 
Jumbled hy chance in gallery, box, and pit, 
Breathe bnt a space, and Boreas' casnal sweep 
^hall bear yoifur scattered corses a'er the deep,^ 
To gorge the greedy elements, and mix 
"With water, marl, aad clay» andstones^it^d aticlur^: 
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While, c1iarg*d with fancied souls, sticks, stones, and 

clay 
Shall take your seats, and hiss or clap the play. 

O happy age I when convert christians read 
No sacred writings but the Pagan creed : 
O happy age ! when, spunuBg Newton's dreams, 
Our poets' sons recite Lucretian themes, 
Abjure the idle systems of their youth. 
And turn again to atoms and te truth* 
O liappier still ! when England's dauntless dames, 
Aw'd by no chaste alarms, no latent shames, 
The^ard's fourth book unblushingly peruse, 
And learn the rampant lessons of the stews. 

Ail hail, Lucretius, renoTated sage ! 
Unfcdd the modest mystics of thy page ; 
Return no more to thy sepulchral shelf, 
B«t lire, kind Bard,<*— that I may liTe myself! 



THEATRICAL ALARM BELL. 

By the EMior of the M. P. 



Bounce, Jupitfr, bmmce I O^KuL^m- 



Ladies and Gentlemen^ ' # 

As It is DOW the muTenall j.admiited, and indeed* 
pretty.generallj*suspected.aiin of Mr. Whitbread 
and the infamaosr, bloodthirsty, and, in facty iiliber* 
al faction to wiiieh he belongs, to bum to the 
groand'this fisee uid happy^ protfstant city, and 
establish himself in St. James's Palace, his fellow 
committee men hare thought it their duty to watch 
the principles of a theatre built under his auspices. 
The information they ha?e received from undoabt- 
ed authority, particularly from an old fruit wo* 
man. who has tamed king's eridence, and whose 
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mam« for. obvious reaseas we forbear to mentioa^ 

though we have bad it some weeks in our posses* 

sion, bas induced them to introduce various reforms: 

not siM:h reforpas a? the vile faction clamour for^ 

meaningjthereby xevolution; but such reforms as 

are .neces£»rjr to preserve ^e glorious constitution. 

of .^e ^only free, h^^ppj) and , prosperous country 

mow left upon .the face of the earth. From the. 

Taluable and authentic, source above alluded to^ 

we ;have' learnt that a sanguinarj plot has been 

formed by some united Irishmen, combined with a. 

gang vof Luddites^ and a special committee sent. 

ove| by the Pope at the instigation of the beastly 

Corsican fiend, for destroying all the loyal part of 

the-Audience on the anniversary of that deeply .to- 

be-abhonred and-highly-to-be-blained-stratagemf the 

Gympowder Plot, which falls this year on Friday, 

the 5th of November. The whole is under the di- 

Toction of a delegated 4;ommittee of O. P.'s, whose 

treasonable exploits at Covent Garden you all, 

<re/B611ect, and all of whom would have been hung 

from the chandeliers at that time but for the mis. 

taken lenity of government. At a given signal a 

well known 0,.P. was to cry out from the gallery, 

* Nosey I Music ! * whereupon all the 6. P/s wert 



%o pifbdtice frohi thc^ insfde poc&^ts a Tong pair of 
'shears edged with felt to prevent diefr making^ anj 
ttdise, manufactured expressljr by a wretch at Brr. 
miDgham, one of Mr. Brougham's eviden6ps, and 
aow in custody. W^ Aese Ihey were t<r cot of 
'the heads of all tho loyal N. P/r in the house, 
without distinction of ser or age. ' At die signal , 
similarly giren, of ' Throw him over,' which it now 
appears always alluded to the orerdirow of our 
neyer-sufficiently.enough.to«be.deeply.and.tnilTer. 
sally- to-b^-venerated consfltutidn, aR the; h^ada of 
^e N. P/s were to be thrown at the fiddlers^ to 
prevent their appearing in evidence, or p^rhdpa as 
a false ^nd illiberal insinuation that they have no 
Heads of their own. AH that we knoW of the fur- 
ther designs "of these incendiltries is, that they are 
by.a.great.deal.too.much too-horribl^.to-be.meh. 
tioned. 

The Manager has acted with his usuiQ prompti« 
tude on this trying occasion. He has contracted 
f^r 300 tons of gunpowder, which are' at thfs mo- 
men placed in a small barret under the pit, aiid a 
descendant of Guy Pauif , assisted by Cc^onel Con- 
^reve, has undertaken to blow up the' house When 
necessary, in so novel and ingenlouir a tHatm^y fh^,t 
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Menrery t>. P. shall be annikilated, while not a whis* 
ker of the N. P.'s shall be singed. This strikingly 
displays the advantages of loyalty and attachment 
to Government. Several other' hints have been 
taken from the theatrical regnlations of the not-a»'' 
Infc - the-less-on-that-account.to-be.universally.exe* 
crated monster Bonaparte. A park of wtiWletyJ 
provided with chain shot, Is to be statioYied on the 
stege, and play npon the andtence in case of aii^y' 
indication of misplaced applause or popular discon. 
tent, (which accounts for the large space between 
the curtain and the lamps); and the Public wilt' 
participate our satfsfectlon in > learning that the in- 
decorous eastern of standing up with the hat on is 
4o be. abolished, as the Bow Street OfUcers are pre^ 
vided with daggers, and have orders* to stab all 
such persons to- the heart, and send their bodies to' 
Surgeon's Hall ;*— Gentlemen who cough are only 
to be slightly tvoiuidtd. Fruit women bawling 
^ Bill of the play" are to be forthwith shot, fBr 
wMeh purpose soldi^s will be stationed in the^ 
slips, and bail cartridge is to be served otit with the 
lemonade. If any of the spectators happen t^ 
sneeze or spit they ave to be transported for Hfe^ 
and any person who is %o tall as to prevent another 
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ie€vig^ If to be dragged out aad sent on t)oard tht 
Tender, or bj an instnunent taken out of tiie 
pocket of Procrustes, ia be forthwith cot shorter, 
either at the head or foot, according as his own 
convenience may dictate. 

Thns, Ladies and Gentlemen, have the Cominit- 
tee, through my medium, set forth' the not-in^a-hur* 
to-be-parallelled plan they lutre adopted for pre. 
aenring order and decorum within the walls of their 
magnificent edifice* Nor have they, while atten. 
tive to their own concerns, by any means or^ook- 
ed those of the cities of London and Westminster 
Finding on enuraeraHon that they have with a with- 
two«hands.and.one.tongne.to.be.appl»uded libera- 
lity, contracted for more gunpowder than they Want, 
they have parted with the surplus to the mattock- 
carrylng-and-hustings-hammering High Bailiff of 
Westminster, who has with his own shovel dog a 
large hole in the front of the parish of St, Paul's 
Covent Glarden, that upon the kast symptom of 
ill breeding in the mob at the General Election, 
the whole of the Market may be blown into the 
six. This, Ladies and Gentlemen, may at first make 
provisions rise, but we pledge the credit of our 
Theatre that they will soon /a// again, and people 
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%e supplied as usual with Tegetables in the in.genef 
^al -strewed .with-cabbage-stalks-but-on-Saturday. 
night-lighted-up'with'lamps market'of Covent Gar- 
Nien. 

I should expatiate m^re largely on tlie other 
advantages of the glorious constitution of these by- 
the-whoIe-of-Europe envied realms, but I am call- 
'ed away to take 'an account -of the ladies, and 
other artificial flowers at a fashionable rout, o 
which a full and particular account will hereafter 
appear. For the pi^sent my fashionable intelli- 
gence is scanty, on account of the opening of.Drury 
Lane ; and my readers will not be surprised if they 
* £nd Aothing under my usual headi i 



AN ADDRESS 
WITHOUT A PHCENIX. 

By S. T. P. 



lUi.WM look*4 for at your handi and UtoB wai banlk'fU 

Wmat T©0 w 



What stately tIsIoh mocks my waking sense ? 

Hence dear delusion, sweet encliantment hence ! 

Ha ! is it real ?— -can my doubts be Tain ? 

It is, it is, and Drury lives again ! 

Around each grateful veteran attends, 

Eager to rush and gratulate his friends. 

Friends whose kind looks retraced with proud de. 

^ light, 
Endear the past, and make the future bright. 
Tes, generous patrons, your returning smile 
Blesses our toils, and consecrates our pile. 
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When latot iv« met, Fate'ji wirelenttngfaitiid 
Already grasp'd tke deTsslating brand ; 
Slow crept tiie silent flaine, ensnared' its prize, 
Then burst resistless to tlte astonish-d skies, 
^e glowing' walls, disrobed of scenic pride, 
In trembling conflict itemm'd tlie burning tide, 
Till oradding-, IHazing, rocking to its fall, 
Down rush'd the tiinndering roof and buried all ! 

Where lafte Hhe sister Muses sweetly sung^ 
Andf raptnr'd thousands on their music hung ; 
Where Wit and Wisdom shone by Beauty graced, 
Sate lonely Silence, empress of the waste ; 
And still had reigned— but he whose roice can raise 
More magic wonders than Amphion's lays, 
Bade jarring bands with friendly zeal engage^ 
To rear the prostrate glories of the stage. 
Up leaped the Muses at the potent spell, 
And Dru'ry's genius saw his temple swell. 
Worthy, we hope, the British Drama's cause, 
Worthy of British arts, and your applause. 

Guided by you our earnest aims presume, 
To renoTate the Drama with the dome ; 
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The f cenes of Shaktpe^re and our bardt or<A&. 
IVith due obserrance spleodidlj unfold^ 
Tet raise and fotter with parental hand, 
The li?ing talent of our natWe-land. 
O ! may we still, to senie and natare truAf 
Delight the many, nor offend the few. 
Tho^ varying tastes oar changeful drama daim, 
Still be its moral tendency the same, 
To win by precept^ by example warn, 
To brand the front of vice with pointed sc(Mrl^ 
Attd VirtQe*6 smiling brows with Totife wxeatha 
adorn. 



'■' . ^-l 





Uj^ 



3b the Managing Committee of the new Druryi 

Lane Theatre. 



Gentlemen^. 

Happening to be wooIgaUieruig at 
tiie' foot of Matuit Parnastnsy I was tnddeiily 
aeized with a Tiolent traTeitie in the head* The 
ftr^t symptoms I felt were seyeral triple rhymes 
floating about mj brain, accompanied by a singing 
in my throat which quickly communicated itself 
to the ears of erery bofly about me, and made me 
a burthen to my friends, and a tormeat to Doctor 
Apollo, three of whose faTourlte ierrants, that^ 
is to say, Macbeth, his butcher, Mrs. Haller, his 
cook, and George Barnwell, his book keeper, I 
waylaid in one of my fits of insanity, and mauled 
after a most, frightful fashion. In this woeful 
crisis I accidentally heard of your inTalnable New 
Patent Hissing Pit, which cures every disorder 
incident to Grub Street. I send yev enclosed n 
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more detailed specimea ot mj case ; if jwi eonld 
mould it into the shape of an address to be said or 
sung on the first night of yonr perfonnance, I liaTe 
BO doubt that I should feel the imifeiediate effiscis of 
your inTaluable New Patent Hissing Pit, of which 
ihej tell me one hiss is a dose. 

I am, 4^. 

MOlf US MEDLAR. 



CASE No. r. 



MACBETH. 



JEnfrr JfarMA imand night cap. Page fat- 

loaittg with m torch. 



^f boy, and thy good miatress tell 
^She Imows tlmt my fmipose is cnftd,^ 
I'd ihaak her te tingle her tbell 
• Ai iQ<094i# «h«> 4i9at»d aqr ^niel. 



Go, get ihee to bed and reposoi 
To sit vp so late is a scimdal ^ 
But ere you Iukto ta'^i (^your doat&v 
Be sore that yon pot out that candle* 
i f d de rol ti4 de rol M* 



Mf aiars, io ike air kere's a knile ! 
I'm sure it cannot be a bum ; 
111 catch at the handle, odd's life, 
And then I shall not cut my thnmfr. 
IVe got him !— no, at him again. 
Come, come^ I'm not fond of these jokes 
This must be some blade of the brain ; 
Those witches are |;iTen to hoax. 



I're one in my pocket, I know. 
My wife left on purpose behind her ; 
She bought this of Teddy-high-ho, 
The poor Caledonian grinder. 
I see thee agdn ! o'er thy middle 
Large drops of red blood now are spilFd, 
Just as much as to say diddle diddle, 
Crood Dunaan pray come and be kitt'd« 
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It leads to his cllamber I sw^par ; 

I tremble and quake eVeiy joint ; 

No dog at the scent of a hare^ 

£Ter yet made a cleVerer point. 

Ak no ! 'twas a dagger of straw,-* 

Gire me blinkers to sare me from starting ; 

The knife that I thonght that I saw, 

Was nooght bmt my E70 Bet^ MartiiK 



Kow o'er this terrestrial kite 
A life paralytic is spread, 
For while the one half is alire, 
The other is sleepy and dead. 
Ring Dnncan in grand majesty 
Has got my state bed for a snooze^ 
Tie lent him my slippers, so 1 
May certainly stand in bis shoes. 



Blow softly ye mnrmnring gales, 
Ye feet ronse no echo in walking, 
For though a dead man tells no tales, 
Dead walls are much giren to talking. 
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This knife shall be in at the death, 

I'll stick him, then off safelj get. 

Cries the world, this coald not be Macbeth, 

For he'd ne'er stick at any thing jret. 



Hark, hark, 'tis the signal by goleSy 
It sounds like a funeral knell ; 
O hear it not, Duncan, it tolls 
Ta call thee to hearen or hell. 
Or if yon to hearen wont fly^ 
But rather prefer Pluto'-s iEther^ > 
Only wait a few yean till I die^ 
And.w#'}l go to the Deiii togethen^ . 
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CASE No. If. 

THE STRANGER. 

Who lias e'er been att Dnny Huuf Jieedft Jwoir Hm 

stranger, 
A WAiliag old Meft#dlst,^gl<nci>' and wan, 
A kttsband sospioMms, liis wUe ^aoted Ranger^ 
She took to her heels, «ad left poor Bjspoofmm 
Her martial gallant svroce ^Ibat troth waa a libal^. 
That marriage was thrahkim, elopemrat^no.tiBy 
Quoth she, Vi\ remeinber the words of ny .Biblo^ 
My spouse is a stranger, and 111 take him in. 
With my sentimentalibas, lachrymae roar'em 
And pathos and bathos delightful to see ; 
And chop and change rib&a«la^4node Germanonuiy 
And high diddle ho diddle, pop tweedle dee. 

To keep up her dignity no longer rich enough. 
Where waft her plate ? why 'twas lain en tiie sh^» 
Her land fuller's earth, and her great riches kit<^ 

chen staff, 
Drassing the dixm»t instead of h«iiell^ 



No liKBger pemkied in dtamonds to spmkhf 
Kew pUuB MtB. fialler, of serraots tiie dreftd. 
With a heart fall of grief And a pan full of charcoal. 
She lighted the ooivpaiiy vp to tfaek bed. 

Incens'd at her flight h^ poor Habbjr in dkdgeoQ 
Roasn'd after his rib in a gig and a pout, 
Tiil tir'd with his journey the peevish camradgeoii 
Sat down and blubber^ just Uke a church $pout. 
One day on a bench as dejected and' sad he laid, 
Hearing a squash, he cned. Damn it, "what's tint ? 
'Twas a child of the Count's in whose eerrice liv'd: 

Adelaide,. 
Sous'd* hi ike river and sqnali'd* Hie a oat. 

Having drKvm Ida yoang ezoellettco up to the bosky. 

it 
Appeared that faiintclf was all dHppiug I awear^ 
No wonder he soon became dry as a blwiket^ 
£xpo8'4 fts he was to the Cowifs 9att and heir» 
Dear sir, (juoth the Count, hi reward of your valour^ 
To shew that my gratitude Is not meer talk, 
Tou shall eat a beef steak which my cook, Mra*. 

Haller, 
Cut from the rump witihi her own knife aud forlk- 



108 



Bebold, DOW the Count garedie stranger a dinner^ 

With gunpowder tea, which yon know briiigs a ball. 

And thin as he was^ that he might not grew thmner. 

He made of the stranger no stranger at all ; 

At dinner fair Adelaide brought up a chicken, 

A bird that she neyer had met with before, 

But seeing hin, scream'd, and was carried off kick^ 

And he bang*d his nob Against the opposite door.' 

To finish my tale without roiindaboiiMion^ 
Young master and missee besieged their papa ^ 
They sung a quartet to in grand blubberation ; 
The stranger cried Oh ! Mrs* Haller cried Ah 1 1 
Tho' pathos and sentiment largely are dealt in, 
I haye no good pnoral to give in exchange,'. 
For tho* she as a cook, might be giren to melting^ 
The stranger's behaviour was certainly strange, 
With his sentimentalibus lachrymal roar*em, 
And pathos^ and bathos delightfal to see, « 
And chop and change ribs a4a*mode germahorttBi^ 
And high diddle ho diddle, pop tweedle dee.. 
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CASE No. IH. 

GEORGE BARNWELL. 

« 

Cteorge Barn well dtood at the shop door^ 
A customer hoping to^ find-sir* 
His apron was hanging before^ 
But the tail of his coat was behind^ sir. 
A lady so painted 'and smart,- 
Cried, sir, P?e exhausted ^my slock olate,- 
IVe got nothing left but a groat. 
Could you gt^e me four penn'orth of choeoIat«a 
Rum ti, &c.^ 

Her face was rouged up to the ejnes, 
Which made her look prouder and prouder^- 
His hair stood on end with surprize, 
And h«r'8 with pomatum and powder. 
The business was soon understood; 
The lady, who wish'd to be more rich,* 
Cries, Sweet sir, my name is -Milwood, 
And I lodge iai'ih^ Gunner's^ in.Shoreditck,; 
Rum tl, &€•. 
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Now nigbtly lie stole out, good luck^ 
And into her lodging would pop, sir. 
And often foi^ot to eome Imck, 
LeaTing master to shnt np the ^op, rir« 
Her beauty his wlt|i did bereaTe ; 
Determin'd to be quite the crack o^ 
He lounged at ijke Adam and Ew9^ 
And cali'd for his gin and tobaooo. 
Rnm tl, ftc« 

And now (for the truth most bo told) 
Though none of a 'prentice should speak iU; 
He stole from the till ail the ^^M, 
And ate the Inmp ssgvr find tMade. 
In Tain did his master exclaim. 
Dear George, dont engage with that Dragon,. 
She*n lead you to sorrow and f bame. 
And leave you tfae^eTil a r^g on yon* 
Rum ti, Ac 

In'Yain he entreats and Imploref 
The weak and htcundUe ninuy. 
So kicks him at last out 4>f domrs, 
And.Geo^gy jMSi •eendS'hia last §^imtu 
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Hts uncle, whose generaiiByvne 
Had often relieT*d liini, ms I loMffr^ 
Now finding him grmr worse asd woife, 
Refos'd 4o «one down witib the ^hino. 
Rum li, Ac. 

Cried Miiwood, wimfe ornel heart's eora 
Was so flinty that nothing could shock it. 
If ye mean to come here any more^ 
Pray come with more cash in your pocket. 
Make nunky surrender Ms dibs. 
Rub his pate wlA a pair of lead towels,. 
Or stick a knife iiite his ribs, 
I'll warrant h^ll then'siiow^Mme bowels. 
Rum 'ti I Ac. 

A pistol he got from his loTe, 
^was loaded with powder and buQet, 
He trudg'd off to CamberweU. Grove, 
But wanted the courage to pull it. 
There's nunky as fat as a hog^ 
While I am as lean as a llzzardy 
Here's at you,, you stingy old dog ! 
And he whips a long knife in his giszaid;. 
Rum ti, fee* 
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All jov wbo attend to mj son^, 
A terrible end of tiiefarce shall see. 
If you join ihe inqnisitive throng . 
That followed poor George to th(i Marshaltea* 
If Mil wood IV ere here, dash my wigs, 
Quoth he, I would pummel and lam her well ; 
Had I stock to my pruins and figs, 
I ne'er had stack nunky at Camberwell. 
Rum tiy.^. 

Their bodies were nerer cut down,- 
For granny relates with amazement, . 
A witch bore 'em over the town. 
And hnng.them on Thotowgood's casement.^ 
The neighbours, Tve heard the folks say, 
The miracle noisily brag on. 
And the shop is to this, very day, 
The sign of the. George and the Dragouif 
Runiti,.&c«. 



THE" THEATRE. 

By the Rev. G. C. 



Nil intentAtum nostri liquere poet». 

Nee minimum meniere decns, vestigia Graeca 

Ansi deserere^ et jcelebrare domestica faeta, 

HORACS. 



A PREFACE OF APOLOGIES. 

Jf the following poem should be fortunate 
enough to be selected for the opening address, a 
few words of explanation may be deemed necessarj 
on my part, to arert iayidious misrepresentation; 
The animadrersion I have thought it right to make 
on the noise created by tuning the orchestra, will^ 
I hope, give no lasting remorse to any of the gentle* 
men employed in the band. It is to be desired ' 
that they would ke^ep their instruments ready tuned^ 
and strike off at once. This would be an accom* 
mojdati^n to many well meaning persons wbb fr«^ 
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qaent Ae ibeatrey wKo not being blest witb i&e 
of St. Cecilia, mistake the toning for the overtnie^ 
and think the latter concluded befrae it is beguu- 



<< one fiddle will 

<< Gire, half ashamed, a tiny flourish stili— -**' 

was originally -written ^< one hautboy will," 1>nt 
haying proTidentially been informed, when this 
poem was upon the point of being sent off, that 
there is but one hautb^ in 4he band, I ayerted the 
storm of popular and managerial indignation fronk 
the head of its blower j as it now stands, «< one fid» 
die" among many, the faulty individual will I hopo 
escape detection. The story of Ab flying pky bill 
is calculated to expose a practice much too cqvw 
mon, of pinning play bills to the ^rushioas, inseis 
cuvely, and frequently, I fear, not pinning thorn at 
aU. If these lines save one play bill only from the 
fete I have recorded, I shall not deem my labour 
ill employed. The concluding episode of Patrick 
Jennings, glances at the boorish fasliion of wearii^ 
ttie hat In the one shilling gallery. Had Jeoningf 
thrust his between his feet at the commencement of 
Ihopby^ he »i^t ha¥o i#aned fnrward widi iiapu* 
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mity, and the caiastroplie I relate would not liat» 
occurred. The line of handkerchiefs formed to 
> enable him to recoTer his loss^ is purposely so 
crossed in texture and materials, as to mislead the 
reader in respect to the real owner of any one of 
fhem. For in the satirical view of life and man. 
nersj which I occasionally present, my clerical 
profession has taught me, how extremely improper 
it would be hj any aUuston, however slight, to gWo 
•Ay uneasiness, however t^lal^ to any indiTidual| 
Inmerer foolish or widlced. 
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THE THEATRE. 



Interidr of a theftfre dctcribed.— -Pit gndvaJHj filK — Tbm^- 
^icck faker.— >Plt ML— The orebeilni taoed. — Ont fid^Bcr 
tather di]litovy.t-'I»iepBo?edr--aBd npanti^-JEfvolirtiaas aT 
a. playbiU.-<II» final wtUcaeBt an ike spilMir— Tlie ^oiM^ 
takea to tatkr— aod why.— Motl^ l^oap of.pUygof i a * ^ i 
HolywfU Street, St Paacns. — Enuurael Jenalagi biiKfa- 
hi8§oa appxeoiicet^Not IB Loatfaa— and why.— £piaodat^ 
of the hat.. 



JL If sweet' to Tlew from half past Are to sit. 
Our long wax candles, with short cotton wickt,. 
Touched by the lamplighter's Promethean art, . 
Start into light and make the lighter start : 
To see red Pbcehns- through the gallery pane 
Tinge with lu» beam the beams of Drury Lane, 
While gradual parties fill onr widen'd pit, 
And gape, and gaze, and wonder, ere they sit. 

At first) while Tacant seats gire choice and ease. 
Distant or near, they settlo where they please | 
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'Btft when the maltitude contracts the ^paii, 
And-seatf are rare, they settle where thdV can. 

Now the full benches, to late comers, idoom 
Ko room for standing, miscaird standing room. 

Hark ! the check taker moody silence breaks, 
And bawling " Pit full," gtfes the check he takes ; 
Yet onward still, the gathering numbers cram^ 
Contending crowders shout the frequent damn, 
And all is bostle, squeeze, tow, jabbering, and jam/ 

See to their desks ApoUo^s sons repair.; 
Swift rides the rosin o'er the horses hair : 
In unison their yarlous tones to tune 
Murmurs the hautboy, growls the hoarse bassoon'; 
In soft vibimtiou sighs the whispering lute, 
Tang goes the harpsichord, too too the flate, 
Brajs the loud tcumpet, sqeaks the fiddle sharp, 
Wiufbihe french hora^ and twangs the tingling harp: 
Till,4ike great JoTe, the leader, figuring in, 
Attunes to order the chaotic din. 
New aH seems h!Mh'd<->-but no, one fiddle will 
GiTe, half ashamed^ a tiny flourish still ; 
jPoil'd.in li|s crash, the leader of the clan 
Reproves with frowns the dilatory man ,; . 
Tb^n i>n his candlestick thrice taps has bow. 
Nods a new sign^ and away they go. 
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Perchancff, while pit snd gallerf e*5% ** hats tsIF/* * 
And 99^ eeiisiioi(itiofi checks his chided con^^ 
Some giggling daufriiter of the queen of lore 
Drops, reft of ptn, her pky.biil from abore ^ 
Like IcamSy while lav^dng gall^^ dftp,- 
^osre, dncks^ and dijes in air, the printed scrap^; 
Bat, wiser hat than he, combustion fecr^ 
And, as it flies, eludes* the chandeliers ; 
Tnil sinking gradaal, with repeated twirl, 
It settles, cnrHng, on a fiddler's cnrl ; 
Who from hi» powdered pate the intruder striket. 
And, for mere malice, sticks it on the spikes* 

Si^ wh^ these Bahol strains from Bab«l tongnes*? 
Who's that caill ^^ silence*' with such lea!thern lnng8^ 
He who, in qwest 6f qniet, ^* silence" hoots. 
Is apt tm^ make the hnbbnb he impntes. 

What Tartons swmns our motle7 walls contain ! 
Fashion from Mjoorfields, honor from Cliick Lane ; 
Bankers from^lPaper Buildings here resort. 
Bankrupts from Grolden Square and Riches Court i 
From the HaymaTket canting rogues in grain, 
Gulls from the Poultry, sots from Water Lane ; 
The lottery cormorant, the auction shark, 
Tha fall piice liiaster, and the half price cleik ; 
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Bi>7f wiur long linger at Bm gslleij door, 
With peace twice five, tiiey want but twopence ttoroh 
Till «one Samaritan. the twopence spare&y 
And sends them jnmp^g up ik% gallery stairs. 
Critics we boast who ne'er thdir malice baulk, 
But talk their minds, we wish they'd' mind tilieilr 

talk; 
Big wordied hulUeSy who by qmuwek^ Hire, 
Who gife the Ue, and tell the lie fiiey^ give ; 
Jews from St. Mary Axe, ibr jobs so warj, 
That for old clonths they'd enea axe St. Mavy ; 
And bucks .with pockets «mpfy as their pallet 
Lax; in their gaiter», lexer m their gait. 
Who oft, when we onr houie look up, caroiiee 
With tippling tipstayes in a lock up housew 

Yet here, as elsewhere, chance can joy bestow. 
Where scowling Fortune seem'd to tlireatett woe% 

Emaaoel Jenningf brought hiajmrngest boy 
Up as a. corn cuttisr, a safe employ ; 
lu Holywell Street St Pancras he was bred, 
(At number twenty: se?eu it is said,) 
Facing the plough^ and near the Granby^s head i' 
He would baye bound him to some shop in tawn. 
But with a.premiiw be could not como down ; 
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Pat was die iiT'cliin*fi name, a red halr'd yoaUi, 
Fonder of pvrl and skittle gromida than trath. 
Silence, ye gods ! to keep your loognes in aim 
The mnse shall tell an accident she saw. 
Pat Jennings in the upper 'gallery «at. 
But leaning forward, Jennings 16st Ms hat ; 
"Down from the gallery the bearer flew, 
And spurn^ the one«to settiena the tWo. 
How shall he act ? Pay at the gallery door 
Two shillings for what cost when new but fom! 
NoWf while his fears anticipate a thief, 
John MoUins whispers^ take my handkerchief* 
Thank you, cries Fat, but one won't make a Hne ; 
Take mioe, cried Wilson, and cried Stokes, taka 

•mine* 
A fnotley cable soon Pat Jennings tiea, 
Where SpitaUiields with real India yies, 
Like Iris'-bow, doiwm darts the painted hue, 
Starr'd, striped, and spotted, yellow, red, and'blae,] 
Old calico, torn silk, and roaslin new. 
George Green below, ^itb palpitating hand. 
Loops the last ^kerchief to the beaver's band ; 
Upsoars the prize ; the youth, with joy uafeiga'd. 
Regained the felt, and felt what lie regaiu'd, 
While to the applauding galleries grateful Pat 
Made a low bow, and touch 'd the ransom'd hat 



PUNCH'S APOTHEOSIS. 

Bi/ G. C. ihe Younger. 

Ahyniei the rudders are of ▼erses^ 

With which, like ships, they steer their courses. . Hudibrab. 

Scene drawi^ and discovers Punch on a throKe 
surrounded' by Lear, Leuly Mapbeth, Mac* 
BETH, Othello, George Barnvell, Hamleti 
GnodTt Magbeath, Juliet, Friak, Apoths. 
CART, Romeo, anJ F a lst a pp.— -Ptinc^ descends^ 
mnd addresses them inthefollcwtng 

RECITATIVE, 

Af mana^r of horses Mr. MeriTinaii Is, 

So I with yoa am master of the ceremooies,— • 

These grand rejoicings, let rae see, how name j^ 

em? 
Oh, in Greek lingo 'tis E — pi— >thalamiam. 
October's tenth it is, toss up each hat to-daj^ 
And celebrate with shouts our opening Saturdajr^ . 
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On (Ms great night 'tis settled by our manager, 
Tbat we, to please great Johnoj Bull should, plan a 

jeer, 
Dance a bang np theatrical cotillon. 
And put on tuneful Pegasus a pillion ; 
That every: soul whether or not a cough he has. 
May kick like Harlequin, and sing like Orpheus* 
So come, ye pupils of Sir John Gallini, 
Spin up a tetotum like Angiollini ; 
That John and Mrs. Bull^from Ale and TeidioiiseS) 
Mar shoat huzza fi» Pundi's Apotheosis ! ! 

*they ianee and sing, 
AIR.— *' Sure such n Jbj?^ -Tom Tciitiiik. 

LfiAH. 

Dance, Regan, danee with CoI'delia and Goaeril,' 
Down the middle,^ap again, poussette, and cross ; 
Stop, Cordelia, do not tread upon her heel, 
Regan feeds on coltsfdot, and hicks like a hone. 
See she twists her mutton fists like Molyneuzor 

Beelzebub, 
And t'btliers clack, who pats her bndc, Is loodet : 

far than HeU'shttbbuU 
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They tweak my nose, and round it goes, 1 fear 

tiieyll break the ridge of it, 
Or leare it all jast like Yaaxhall, with only hall the 

bridge of it. 

Ommes. 
Round let ns boudd for this is Ptinch's holiday. 
Glory to Tomfoolery^ huzza ! huzza I 

LaJ>t Macbetb. 
'/kiird the King, my husband is^a heary dunce. 
He left the grooms unmassacred, .then massacred 

the stud, 
I lore a long glore fdr mittens, like Ring's £t^« 

dence, 
Let truth with the fingers out and Wont hide blood, 

MACBVtH, 

When spooneys oil tifo kuees implore the aid at ' 

sorcery, -• 

Tb suit their wicked purposes they quickly put tlitf 

♦ laws awry, 
With Adam I in wife may vie, for none could tell 

the use of her, 
Sxeeptto tr^t for golded pippi&t luiwk'd about bf 

Lucifei^i. 
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Omnn. 

Roand let us bannd fer this b Pnndi's hoUdaf^ 
Glorj to Tomfoolery, hnssa I Rwa^l 

Othello. 
Wife, come to life, forgive what jour black loTer 

did, 
Spit tiie feathers from joar mouth and munch roast 

beef; 
lago he may go and be toss'd in the coTerlid^ 
That smothered you because you paMFU'd my h$xid* 

kerchiefs 

Geo. Babnwelb. 
Why, negre, so esger about your rib immaculate ? 
Milwood shows for hanging us they're got an ugly 

knack 0*^ late ; 
If on beauty stead of duty l^ut one peeper bent lie 

sees, 
Satan waits with Dolly b^its to hook in us appre; 

tices* 

Omne;. 

R9im4)^t us bound fop this k Punch's hoUda^. 
Glory to Tomfoolery, hnzza, I hx^n, I. 
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Hamlet. 
I'm Hamlet In camlet, my ap an<l perihelia, 
The moon can fix which lunatics makes sharp or fiat* 
I stuck by ill luck, enamoured of Ophelia, 
Old Polony like a sausage, and exclaim'd ^^ Rat ! 
Ratl»^ 

Ghost. 

_ » 

Let Gertrude sup the poison'd cup^ no more 111 be 

an actor m 
SucE sorry food, but drink home brew'd of Whit. 

bread's manufacturing. 

Macheath. 
Pll Polly it, and folly it, and dance it quite the 

dandy O, 
But 89 for tunes I ha^e but o^e, and that is Drops 

of Branch O, 

Omves. 

Round let us bound for tiis is Ptmch's holiday, 
Glory ta Tomfoolery, huzza ! hUzza ! 

l*m Juliet Capulet who took a ddse of lielleborC| . 
A. HeU-of.a-bore I fannd it io put on a paU. 
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Feiar. 
And I am tiM fritr ivho so corpulent abellj bore. 

Apothecary. 
▲ad that is wbj poor skinnj I hare none at alL 

Romeo. 
I'm the reanrrection man of buried bodies amoroiis. 

Falstafp* 
I'm fagg'd to death, and out of breath, and am lor 

quiet clamorous. 
For though my paanch is round and staunch, 1 ne'er 

begin to fill it 'ere I 
Feel that I'Te no stomach kfl^ for entertaiBSieflEt 

military. 

OHKtS« 

ftonnd let us bound, for this' is Punch' rbolldaj^ 
Glory to Tomfoolery, huzza ! huzza ! 

[Eaeunt dancing Jl 
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